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At seven o'oloek Tradesjvßjit aild Chatteris were 
at Moss and Levy's ihtlie-BsCrliican. 

Though the office was old and frouzy, a good 
deal of business of a certain kind was transacted 
within it. In the ante-room, boxes, apparently 
containing deeds and papers, were piled up to the 
very ceiling against the walls, and plans of estates 
and bills of auctions were stuck against the rails 
of the desks at which the clerks were seated. In 
this dirty and imperfectly-lighted ante-room the two 
young men were detained for a few minutes,' much 
to their disgust. Tradescant had made sure of 
ßnding Crutchet there, but the old man had not 
yet arrived. 

At length an inner door was opened by Shadrach, 
who begged them to step in, adding, as they com- 
plied, "All's ready, gentlemen. IVe got the money, 
and the bond is prepared — but where's Mr. Crutchet? 
We can do nothing without him." 

"Oh! hell be here presently," rejoined Trades- 
cant, with affected indifference, but ^ome internal 
misgiving. 

\* 
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At an (Jffice*täble covered with papers, and lighted 
by a couple of ^aring tallow candlks, sat a sharp- 
looking, J ewi§li*featured man, dressed in black, who 
rose as tHeT'otliers entered the rooni,,a2i<ä Vas intro- 
duced bySh/Jdräfh as Mr. Moss. 

"Pray'be'.B^tfefJ, gentlemen," saJä^ttescri vener, 
motioning t!\jöia ».t^ .a • dviV"*. •*''-^e "^^e ready, Mr. 

Shadrach?" */:;•// : ^ ^ 

« • • • >. ^ 

**No, sir," replkfl-die money-lsüder. "We want 
Mr. Crutchet." ••...•• ^ 

"I can't think what bas detained bim," observed 
Tradescant, witb increasing uneasiness. "However, 
he's sure to come." 

"OhI quite sure," added Chatteris. 

Five minutes more elapsed, and still Crutcbet 
did not appear. 

Mr. Mosß took out bis watcb — a very band- 
Bome Tompion, witb a gold cbain and large buncb 
of seals attacbed to it — and beld it to one of tbe 
candles. 

"Quarter-past seven, gentlemen," be remarked. 
"I fear tbe business must be postponed." 

"I bope not," cried Tradescant. 

At tbis moment a clerk entered to say tbere 
was a person witbout wbo brougbt a message from 
Mr. Crutcbet 

"Sbow bim in!" cried Sbadracb, and tbe next 
moment Candisb made bis appearance. 

^^You here, sir!" exclaimed Sbadracb, distrust- 
fuUy. 
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'^Mr. Gratchet has sent me to iaake iiis excuses 
and express bis regrets, sir," replied Candich bowing. 

"Excuses and regrets!" cried Tradesc^nt, furi- 
ously. ^Tdjdh't think him capable of plajing me 
sucb a sbabby ferick. He boasts that' bis^ word is as 
good as bis boM> and be promised faithfully to be 
bere." '• \ > , ; ^" ?\: 

"Perbaps Mr.-^adracb yili' takeiiis word instead 
of bis bond," rejoiifed Candi^i/ismiling. 

"No, .tbat I won't,-' ciiöd the Jew. "But wbat 
prevents bim from Coming? Does be desire to make 
anotber appointment?" 

"Here is a letter from bim, wbicb will explain 
all," replied Candisb, banding a note to Tradescant. 

"Wby not give it me at first?" cried tbe latter, 
tearing it open. "You sball bear wbat be says." 

And bolding it towards tbe ligbt, be read as 
foUows: 

"*HoNOURED AND DEAR SiR, — Contrary to my 
better judgment, I consented tbis morning to become 
your security to Samuel Sbadracb for tbe repayment 
of tbe sum of 5000/., to be lent you by said 
Sbadracb, and to give bim my bond. Keflection 
bas since convinced me tbat tbis is a most iniquitous 
transaction, and tbat so far from serving you, 
bonoured and dear sir, by enabling you to procure 
ßucb a loan, I sbould be doing you a great and 
permanent injury, and, at tbe same time , sbould be 
wronging my respected employer.'" 
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• • • * 

"Hari^ him. for an old hypocrite!" exclaimed 
Tradescant. .."Why didn't he think öf this'.before?" 

"Proceedvsir," said Shadrach. /'Lßt'sTiave the 
end on'tlV.V.^- \ //-.:/ 

"The lattex'pait doesn't seem ovöt^jeo.mplimentary 
to yon, Mr.*ShcQ^c}i* • H^vever^ sincfe'you wish it, 
rU go on: ' •' -.V/ • 

•••♦••• 

"*At the hazard of incurring your displeasure, 
I must, therefore, decline to have anything to do 
with the matter. I will neither enter that old ex- 
tortioner's den nor have any fdrther communication 
with him. 

"*Your faithfol, hmnble servant, 

"'Tobias Crutchet.'" 



"*01d extortioner'! He calls me an *old ex- 
tortioner,' Moss," cried Shadrach. "That's libellous. 
m bring an action against him." 

"I shouldn't be sorry, after his shamefdl condnct, 
if he had to pay heavy damages," cried Tradescant. 
"But can't you dispense with him, Shadrach? K I 
give you my bond, won't that suffice?" 

"Fm afraid not, sir," replied the Jew. "But TU 
just say a word to Mr. Moss." 

And sitting down by the 'scrivener, they con- 
ferred together for a few minutes in an under tone. 

"It'ß all up ," whispered Tradescant to his brother- 
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in-law. "I can teil from Moss's looks what the de- 
cision will be." 

"rm afraid you're right," replied Chatteris. 

Tlieir apprehensions were justified, forroimediately 
afterwards Moss tlius addressed them: 

"In the absence of the proposed security, gentle- 
men, I cannot advise my dient to lend the money. 
The sum is large, and the risk great. Unless you 
have other security to offer, there mnst be an end 
of the transaction." 

"IVe been put to a vast deal of trouble," 
gnjmbled Shadrach, "and apparently to no pur- 
pose." 

"Tm the person most aggrieved," cried Trades- 
cant. "I can't conceive what has caused Crutchet 
to change his mind so suddenly.". 

"But I can," replied Shadrach. "It's your doing, 
sir," he added to Candish. 

"I won't deny it, Mr. Shadrach," retumed the 
other, cooUy; "but, so far from being angry, you 
ought to be very much obliged to me." 

"Obliged! for what? — for losing — " 

"Cent, per cent. on five thousand pounds — 
that^s what you counted on — but you would never 
have got it. I would have taken good care of that. 
Your intended contract, as Mr. Moss very well knows, 
was unlawful, and would have been utterly void, 
while you- yourself would have forfeited thrice the 
amount borrowed, a larger sum than you would like 
to lose, I fancy. Your scrivener himself would not 
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have come off scot-free. In addition to a penalty, 
he would have got half a year's imprisonment, if he 
had been brought before the Lord Major. There- 
fore, I rej^at, you ought to feel much obliged by 
my interference." 

During this speech Shadrach and Moss ex- 
changed uneasy looks, and the scrivener whispered 
to his dient, 

"You had better get rid of the matter. This 
person is evidently the Lord Mayor's agent." 

"You are right, sir," replied Shadrach. "Gentle- 
men," he added to Tradescant and Chatteris, "I 
thought I was dealing with men of honour — " 

"Why, so you are," cried both young men to- 
gether. " We have nothing whatever to do with this 
person." 

"I don't doubt it," replied Shadrach; "but suf- 
ficient care has not been taken to keep the affair 
private. Instead of appointing a public place like 
Moorfields for the negotiation, you should have come 
to my house. You would then have been safe from 
spies — yes, spies," he repeated, looking hard at 
Candish. "As it is, the arrangement was overheard 
— and you see the result. I'm sorry I can't accom- 
modate you." 

"Pm half inclined to cut this meddling old rascal's 
throat," cried Tradescant. 

"Not here, sir, if you please," said Shadrach. 
"Inflict any punishment you choose upon him in the 
Street, but not here." 
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" When you leam my reasons for wliat IVe done, 
you'll be more inclined to thank me than härm me," 
observed Candish. "PU wait for you outside. Mr. 
Shadracli, your servant." And with a polite bow he 
left the room. 

He was foUowed in a few moments by the two 
young men, who found him Standing in the passage 
connected with the office. 

"I hope yon'll excuse me, gentlemen," he said, 
in an apologetic tone. "I have simply acted under 
Orders. Can I be of any Service to you?" 

"A cool fellow this, upon my soul," cried Tra- 
descant. ^^He spoils our game, and then asks if h,e 
can serve us. Harkye, sir, can you lend us a few 
thousand pounds?" 

"Thousands are far beyond me, sir," replied 
Candish; "but if a trifle like twenty guineas would 
be of any use I can accommodate you." 

"Well, that will be better than nothing," re- 
joined Tradescant. "It will pay our supper at 
Pontac's, and enable us to try our luck at hasset. 
Let US have the twenty guineas. I'U repay you 
to-morrow moming — perhaps to-night, if you come 
to Picard's ordinary, near Queenhithe Dock, before 
midnight." 

"I won't fail to be there," said Candish; "but 
you can repay me, or not, at your convenience. 
You will find twenty guineas in this purse," he 
added, handing it to him. "I wish you good luck, 
sir." 
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"Harkye, sir," cried Tradescant. "I should like 
to have some explanation — " 

"As much as you please to-morrow, sir," inter- 
rupted Candish. "But not this eyening. You will 
see me at Picard's, where I may, perhaps, be of 
some fnrther use to you. I think hazard is played 
tbere as well as basset?" 

"Hazard, passage, inn-and-inn — wbat you please. 
And at Cards, besides basset, you may play piquet, 
ombre, English and French ru£F, five cards, costly 
colours, bone-ace, and put." 

"Picard's tables are the best in the City," ob- 
served Chatteris. "As large sums are staked there 
as at tbe Groom Porter's, or Speering's ordinary in 
BeU-yard." 

"So IVe heard," replied Candish. "Is there 
likely to be deep play to-night?" 

"There might have been," rejoined Tradescant, 
significantly. "I wanted to settle accounts with 
Gleek and Bragge, but that can't be done now, un- 
less some great stake should tum up at basset" 

"Can you inform me, sir, whether the two indi- 
yiduals you have just mentioned — Messrs. Gleek 
and Bragge — will be there?" inquired Candish. 
"I should like to have an opportunity of witnessing 
their play." 

"Then you may enjoy that pleasure to-night, for 
they are certain to be at Picard's. They expect to 
be paid, I teil you. However, I must find some 
means of pacifying them." 
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"Oh yes, well manage it, never fear," rejoined 
Chatteris. "Since nothing eise is to be done, let us 
go at once to Pontac's. I have asked Sir Theodosius 
Turnbull to sup there with us." 

"With all my heart," replied Tradescant. 

On this, they got into their respective chairs, 
bidding the men take them to Abchurch-lane, where 
the noted coffee-house in question was situated, 
while Candish retumed to the Lord Mayor's house 
in Cheapside, where he found Herbert, with whom 
he concoct^d a plan to be put into execution that 
night 
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n. 

Picard*8. 

Picard's ordinary — a notorious gaming-house, 
where all the rooks and sharpers to be met with in 
the City flocked to prey upon the dissolute sons of 
wealthy merchants and traders — stood on the east 
side of Queenhithe Dock, close to the stairs. It had 
a large balcony on the first floor, overlooking the 
river, where it was pleasant to sit in the cool of a 
summer's evening, and watch the various barks float 
by. But it was not to indulge in such harmless 
recreation as this that the majority of Picard's 
customers went thither. Their object was play; and 
they found what they sought. The house possessed 
a basset-table with a well supplied bank, and smaller 
tables for piquet, whist, and ombre. An inner room 
was reserved for games without the tables, and here 
could be heard the rattling of dice, the shouts of the 
casters, the exulting langhter of the winners, or the 
yells and fearful imprecations of the losers. 

It wanted about a quarter to eleven when Candish 
and Herbert entered this den of iniquity. The old 
man had again altered his attire, and appeared in 
black, with a bag-wig and ruffles. Moreover, he had 
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taken the precaution to provide himself with a sword, 
and Herbert was similarly armed. 

The lower room was füll of guests, carousing and 
Smoking, but a glance around it satisfied Candish 
tbat those be sought were not tbere, so he and bis 
companion went up-stairs to tbe principal play-room, 
wbicb was of considerable size, and provided with 
card-tables, and a large oval table, set in tbe centre 
of the apartment, covered witb green cloth, and de- 
signed for hasset. A strong ligbt was cast npon tbe 
tapis by a lamp fumisbed with reflectors, placed at 
either end. The table was large enough to accom- 
modate twenty players, and about half that number 
were now seated around it. At one side of the room 
bumt a cheerful fire protected by a wire-guard, and 
on the other there were three French Windows, open- 
ing upon the balcony, already described as overlook- 
ing the river. 

Seated at the table with a pile of rouleaux of 
gold and a glittering heap of crown-pieces before 
him, constituting the bank, was the tailleur, or 
dealer — a yonng man, rather showily dressed, with 
a perfectly impassive countenance. No tum of for- 
tune, it was evident, was likely to move him. On 
bis right stood the croupier, likewise a young man, 
but apparently of a very difPerent temperament from 
bis phlegmatic companion, bis eyes being bright and 
quick, and bis features extremely mobile. For the 
convenience of the punters, a Utile book containing 
thirteen cards was placed on the table opposite each 



14 THE LOBD MAYOB OF LONDON. 

chair. Besides those engaged in play, there were 
several other persons, whose features and manner 
proclaimed their dissolute character, collected in little 
knots in diflterent parts of the room. They were 
betting togetber, making matcbes for Epsom and 
Newmarket, or disputing about the merits of dif- 
ferent cock-feeders and trainers. Amongst tbese 
groups, tbe gayest-looking and most noticeable com- 
prised Tradescant and Cbatteris, with tbeir fashion- 
able friends, Wilkes, Tom Potter, Sir Francis Dasb- 
wood, and Sir William Stanbope. Witb tbem also 
was Sir Tbeodosius Tumbull, a Leicestersbire baro- 
net, wbo bad been a great fox-bunter tili be grew 
too fat and beavy for tbe saddle. He was now in 
pretty good cue, baving drunk tbree bottles of tbe 
delicious Hant Brion, for wbicb Pontac's was re- 
nowned. Tbese personages were talking and betting 
mucb in tbe same style as the rest of the Company. 

"I'll lay six to four — sixty guineas to forty, if 
you like," cried Tradescant, "tbat Drew Barantine's 
great ginger-backle beats any cock Tom Trattles can 
produce." 

"Donel guineas," cried Tom Potter. "Tom 
Trattles is tbe best cock-master going. Wben shall 
tbe main be fought?" 

"Tbis day week," replied Tradescant. "Stayl 
tbat won't do. For aught I know tbat may be my 
wedding-day." 

"So you really are going to marry the bosier's 
daughter, Lorimer?" said Tom Potter. 
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"I suppose SO," replied Tradescant. 

"I don't believe the match will take place," cried 
Wilkes. "The girl will jilt you, as she jilted jonr 
fire-eating cousin. Come, TU bet yon a hundred 
the marriage doesn't come oißP." 

"Done!" cried Tradescant, "and I half hope I 
may be obliged to pay the wager." 

"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed bis companions. 

"m bet you another hundred, Lorimer, that she 
marries your cousin," said Tom Potter. 

"Take him," whispered Wilkes, "for I mean to 
cut the impertinent puppy's throat." 

"Don't call him my cousin, I beg, Mr. Potter," 
cried Tradescant, offended. 

"Do you mean to run Eegulus at Newmarket 
next spring, Lorimer?" inquired Dashwood. 

"Assuredly, and I mean to win the SuißPolk 
stakes." 

"m take the field against you for fifty," said 
Dashwood. 

"Done!" cried Tradescant. 

"Don't book that!" cried Wilkes. "If you marry 
Alice Walworth you must seil Eegulus. I heard old 
Walworth declare he didn't like gaming and racing 
— ha! ha!" 

"That shan't hinder me from making the bet, 
Dashwood," rejoined Tradescant. "Marry or not, 
I don't seil Eegulus." 

"I applaud your resolution, Lorimer," said Stan- 
hope. 
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"Well, I only wish I had your chance, Lorimer," 
remarked Wilkes. "Alice Walworth is a devilish 
fine girl. For her sake, I could be content to dwell 
in St. Mary-axe, and even tum hosier, if my fathei^ 
in-law made a point of it." 

"No jokes at old Walworth's expense, if you 
please, Mr. Wilkes," said Tradescant. "He's as 
rieh as a nabob, and means to give his' daughter a 
plum." 

"A pluml" exclaimed Wilkes. "Egad, hosiery 
must be a better business than I thonght. Bnt I 
have no faith in these splendid ofPers. I^U take odds 
you don't get ten thousand with her." 

"Two to one I do," cried Tradescant. 

"Donel" rejoined Wilkes. "Kthe marriage falls, 
you pay." 

"Pshawl I'm sure to win. But between ourselves, 
I would rather have ten thousand without the wife, 
than a plum with her." 

"Bravol" exclaimed Tom Potter. "That's what 
I call a frank confession. I hope it won^t reach the 
young lady's ears, or you are likely to get neither 
one nor the other." 

"I'll lay odds the Lord Mayor doesn't consent 
to the match," said Stanhope. 

"What makes you think that?" cried Tradescant, 
surprised. 

"Never mind. Will you bet?" 

"No; but m take odds I marry her without his 
lordship^s consent." 



THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 17 

"Then you won't get the sugar-plum," cried 
Wilkes. "If the Lord Mayor runs rusty — as you 
seem to fear he will — old Walworth will run rusty 
too, and decline the honour of the alliance. Of 
course, the girl has nothing of her own, so it would 
be useless to run away with her. Make sure of your 
honoured sire, Lorimer, or the thing's up." 

"But how the deuce am I to make sure of him?" 
rejoined Tradescant. 

"If youVe any misgivings, don*t let old Wal- 
worth see him tili the marriage contract is signed. 
Sir Felix Bland will manage that for you." 

"Seventy to fifty old Walworth finds you out, 
Lorimer, and tums the tables upon you," said Stan- 
hope. 

"Done! — guineas," cried Tradescant. "Fll book 
all these bets, and then we'U sit down to hasset." 

The foregoing conversation had been conducted 
in so loud a key, that the greater part of it reached 
the ears both of Candish and Herbert, whose pre- 
sence, however, was unnoticed by the Speakers. As 
Tradescant took his place at the table, Candish 
stepped quickly forward, and stationed himself be- 
hind the young man. 

As soon as they were all seated, the punters 
took up their thirteen cards, and selecting one or 
more, according to fancy, laid them on the table, 
placing a couch, or stake, on each. 

Taking a pack of cards, the tailleur then tumed 
it up so as to display the bottom card, which, in 
The Lord Mayor of London, IL ^ 
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the language of the game, is termed the fasse ^ and 
which proving to be the eight of diamonds, all the 
Cards of the same suit laid on the table paid to the 
bank a moiety of the stakes set upon them by the 
punters. 

The tailleur next began to deal, calling out, 
"Ace of hearts wins — five of clubs loses — knave 
of diamonds wins — seven loses," and so forth — 
every other card altemately winning and losing un- 
til he came to the last, on which, by the rule of the 
game, although it had been just tumed up, and was 
consequently known by the punters, some of whom 
had staked upon it, he paid nothing. 

The game went on with varying consequences, 
but, as may be imagined, the greater part of the 
stakes speedily found their way to the bank. Tra- 
descant had laid three cards on the tapis, putting 
ten pounds on each, but the money — all he pos- 
sessed — was swept away before the second pack 
was dealt out. But the young man could not bear 
to stop. Yet how go on? He had not even a crown 
in his pocket. He glanced at Chatteris, but the 
latter shook his head. In this dilemma, Candish 
came to his aid, and taking a fifty-pound note from 
a pocket-book, offered it to him. Tradescant took 
it without a momenf s hesitation, promising to retum 
the amount at once if he was lucky. He was about 
to get the note changed at the bank, when Candish 
stopped him, and said, in a whisper, "Put down the 
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whole sum on that ace of hearts, and try for the 
grand chance." 

"I may try," replied Tradescant, laughing, "but 
I shan't get it. I never saw the sixty-seven wen 
yet." 

"Make the attempt now," rejoined Candish. 

Tradescant complied, laid the note on the ace, 
and was shortly afterwards gladdened by the tailleur's 
cry of "Ace wins — tray loses." 

"Well beguni" whispered Candish. 

"Paroli!" cried Tradescant, bending down a 
comer of his card. 

The tailleur dealt on, and the welcome words, 
"Ace wins," were repeated. 

. Candish made no remark, but gave the young 
man an encouraging look. 

"Sept et le val" cried Tradescant, bending down 
a second comer of his card. 

"What are you about?" cried Chatteris. "YouVe 
thrown away your second chance — 350/." 

"Never mind him," urged Candish. "You're in 
a run of luck." 

"On my soul I think so," replied the young man, 
laughing. "But I owe it to you." 

Meanwhile, the tailleur dealt on, and once 
more, to Tradescant's infinite delight, called out, 
" Ace wins." 

"Quinze et le va!" exclaimed Tradescant, tum- 
ing down the third comer of his card. 

2* 
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"Seven hundred and fifty! — you won't tempt 
fortune further?" cried Chatteris. 

Tradescant paid no attention to the remark. A 
look firom Candisb urged him on. 

Again the tailleur dealt, and again were heard 
the cheering words, "Ace wins." 

"Trente et le va!" exclaimed Tradescant, bend- 
ing the fourth comer of bis card. 

"Sixteen hundred and fifty! — you had better 
take it," cried Chatteris. 

The tailleur looked at bim, sometbing more 
than ordinary interest appearing on bis immovable 
countenance. 

Tradescant seemed . undecided. Certain of a 
large sum, he did not like to lose it. But Candisb 
wbispered, "Courage! Push your fortune to its 
heigbt." 

By tbis time all the interest of the game was 
centred in Tradescant. His uninterrupted run of luck 
had surprised all the otber players, and tbey 
wondered wbether the fickle goddess would desert 
bim at the last. 

"Will you have your money, Mr. Lorimer?" 
inquired the tailleur. 

"No," retumed Tradescant. "I'U try the last 
chance. Soixante et le va!" 

The tailleur made no remark, but carefully 
shuffling the cards, began to deal them again, but 
much more deliberately than before. 
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"Ten to five — a tbousand to five hundred — 
your Card don't tum np," cried Tom Potter. 

"Take him," whispered Candish. 

"Done!" cried Tradescant. "I'U make the same 
bet witb any one eise." 

"I take you — I take you," cried Wükes and 
Dashwood together. 

Scarcely were the words uttered, when the point 
was decided. The lucky card was again tumed 
np, and Tradescant declared a winner of sixty-seven 
times the amount of bis original stake — or 3350Z. 
Besides this, the bets he had won amounted to 3000Z. 
more. He could scarcely credit his good fortnne. 

"I owe all this to you," he said to Candish; 
"but you must share my winnings." 

"You are very generous, sir," replied the old 
man; "but it must not be. I can only take back 
the sum IVe lent you. But don't trouble yourself 
about me. Secure your money from the bank." 

The caution did not appear altogether needless, 
for the tailleur and Croupier, looking perfectly con- 
founded by the unexpected stroke of fortune, made 
no attempt at settlement. 

"The money, gentlemen, if you please," said 
Tradescant. 

"You shall have three thousand pounds, Mr. 
Lorimer," replied the tailleur, "and then the bank 
will be broken. We must owe you the remainder," 

"Very good," replied Tradescant. "We are now 
quits," he added to Wilkes and Dashwood. "Aa 
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to yon, Sir William," he said to Stanhope, "instead 
of having to pay you four hundred pounds, you will 
owe me six." 

"Exactly, my dear fellow," replied Sir William 
Stanhope, "and I congratulate you most sincerely 
on your good luck. Fortune for once has befriended 
you, but I advise you not to tempt her smiles 
again." 

"You're afraid of me, I see, Sir William," cried 
Tradescant, intoxicated by his success. 

"Count your money, if you please, sir," cried 
the Croupier, pushing a roll of bank-notes, a pile of 
rouleaux, and a heap of crown pieces towards him. 

"Shall I help you to count it, Tradescant?" 
said Chatteris, Coming up. 

"Ay, do, Tom," replied the young man. "And 
help yourself at the same time to a thousand. I 
little thought I should be able to accommodate you." 

Chatteris did not manifest any scruples, but 
coimting. the bank-notes, and finding they made 
exactly the sum in question, he put the roll into his 
pocket. 

"What the deuce shall I do with all these crown 
pieces?" observed Tradescant, laughing. 

"ril teil you what you shall do with them, my 
dear — you shall give them to me," said Shadrach, 
stepping forward from a comer where he had re- 
mained perdue. "Bless my hearti what luck youVe 
had! I never saw such a thing done before, upon 
mj ßoul." 
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"What! is that you, cid cent. per cent?" said 
Tradescant. "I didn't know you were in the room." 

"Oh yes, Mr. Lorimer, IVe been here all the 
time. IVe been sitting in yonder comer. I watched 
the game, my dear, and you played beautifuUy — 
beautifully indeed. What luck! bless my heart, 
what luck — ha! ha! ha! When I saw you win, I 
Said to myself, 'Now's your time, Shadrach. YouVe 
only to put Mr. Lorimer in mind of his note, and 
he'll pay it.'" 

"What note? you usurious old rascal! I never 
gave you any," cried Tradescant. 

"True," replied Shadrach, "but you gave a 
promissory note for two thousand to Messrs. Gleek 
and Bragge, and they transferred it to me. Here 
it is. All regulär, you see, and the note's due. I 
wouldn't press for payment, but as you're in cash, 
it can't be inconvenient." 

"Well, I suppose I must pay," rejoined Trades- 
cant. "Take your money," he added, snatching the 
note, and tearing it in pieces. 

"IVe a little matter to settle with you, captain," 
said the Jew, addressing Chatteris. 

"With me?" exclaimed the captain, tuming 
pale. "I hope my note for a thousand pounds to 
Major Popper hasn't found its way to your hands?" 

"Indeed but it has, captain," replied Shadrach. 
"I won't hurt your feelings by mentioning what 
I gave for it, but I shall be happy to exchange 
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it for the bank-notes youVe just put into your 
pocket." 

"Zounds! won't you allow me a few hours' en- 
joyment of them, Shadrach? Present the note to- 
morrow, and Pll honour it." 

"No time like the present, captain. To-morrow 
mightn't be convenient — so, if you please, we'U 
settle at once." 

"Wby, you're a footpad, Shadrach — only you 
use a bill instead of a pistol. Here's the money, 
and be hanged to you." 

And he handed him the notes in exchange for 
the bill. 

As soon as he had counted the money the Jew 
departed, with an exulting grin upon his sallow 
features. And the bank being broken, and play 
consequently at an end, most of the Company quitted 
the room at the same time. 
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III. 

The Rooks. 

"CoME," cried Wilkes, "weVe had enongh here. 
I move an adjoumment to the Dilettanti Club." 

"Fm with you," replied Tom Potter. "Won't 
you come, too, Lorimer?" 

"I'll join you there in an hour," rejoined Trades- 
cant. "I mean to try my luck at hazard. I feel 
sure of winning." 

"You won't win if you play with Gleek and 
Bragge," said Tom Potter; "and I see theyVe just 
come in. IVe already cautioned you against those 
two rooks, and I warn you against them once 
more." 

"Oh! IVe no reason to doubt them!" exclaimed 
Tradescant. 

As they were talking, the two individuals alluded 
to by Potter approached. Both were showily dressed 
in laced coats and flowered silk waistcoats, and wore 
Ramilies periwigs, deep laced ruffles, and swords 
with silver hilts. But in spite of their gay attire 
there was something equivocal in their looks and 
manner that would not allow them to pass for gen- 
tlemen. Gleek was the younger of the two, and had 
a slight figure and pale features, lit up by quick, 
restless black eyes, and hands delicately white as 
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ihftm (ff a womsiL Bnigge was burger snd coarser- 
hfffkinf^^ whh blabber lips, an aee of chibs nose, and 
A copper colönr, They wcre receired with great 
Imu^btifif^jifi bj all the partj except Tradescant; and 
whm (ih'^k addressed Sir William Stanhope, the 
\Hiier tamed contemptuouslj npcm his heeL 

^^Don^t prestune to address me, sir," said Tom 
V (fiter to Bragge. "I havc no acqnaintance with 

The buUy was about to make an angry reply, 
but the resolute expression of the other's connte- 
nance checked him. 

"If you won't come with us, Lorimer," pnrsued 
Potter, "don't neglect my caution." And he 
glanccd so significantly at Bragge, that the latter 
exclaimed, 

"Ilad that remark any reference to me, sir?" 

"Apply it if you please, sir," replied Potter. 

And with a contemptuous look he quitted the 
room with his friends. Captain Chatteris and the 
fat Loicestershire baronet, however, remained with 
Tradescant. 

*4Io shall pay for this insolence," cried Bragge. 
*Vril cano him publicly in the Mall to-morrow." 

**8oh, Mr. Lorimor," cried Gleek, "I hearyouVe 
Imd rai'o luck at hasset — broken the bank, eh? 
YouMl ompty our pockots next." 

^vril tiy, gontlemen —TU try," replied Trades- 
cant "You*vo both won a good deal from me. 
IC« only fair I should have my revenge." 
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"And we won't refuse it you," said Bragge. 
"Shall we begin with passage?" 

"No, let US go at once to hazard," rejoined Tra- 
descant. 

"I*m ready," cried Bragge, taking a box from 
his pocket, and rattling the dice within it. 

"No mnsic like this, Mr. Lorimer," cried Gleek, 
rattling a box in his tum. 

"Here, sirrah," cried Tradescant to a drawer, 
"give me a box and dice, and another for Sir 
Theodosius." 

"Not for me," said the Leicestershire baronet. 
"ni look on and bet." 

As soon as he was provided with the necessary 
implements for play, Tradescant proceeded to the 
table which the rooks had selected for the game. 
He was followed by Sir Theodosius and Chatteris. 

Elated by his previous success, Tradescant made 
sure of winning, and was all eagemess to com- 
mence; and on the onset it seemed as if his ex- 
peetations were about to be realised, for he made 
several lucky throws in succession, and won twenty 
pounds from each of his adversaries. 

"Deuce take it! I can't think what ails the dice 
to-night," cried Gleek. "IVe scarcely had a chance 
yet, and haven't nicked the main once." 

"I never threw worse," added Bragge. "All the 
luck is with Lorimer." 

"Don!t be daunted, gentlemen," cried Tradescant. 
"I'U play as long as you please, and for as much as 
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you please. I should like to win a few liundreds 
from you." 

"You shall win thousands if you can, Mr. Lorimer," 
cried Bragge, putting a hundred pounds on the table. 
"I'm no flincher." 

"Nor I," added Gleek, imitating bis colleague's 
example. 

*'ril bet ten guineas on your next cast, Lorimer," 
Said Sir Tbeodosius. 

"I'U take you, sir," replied Bragge. 

"So will I," added Gleek, shaking bis box. 
'*Seven's tbe main! — bal ames-ace!" 

"Seven's tbe main!" cried Bragge, tbrowing. 
"Confusion! twelve!" 

"Now for it," cried Tradescant, tbrowing in bis 
tum. "Egad! Fve nicked it — eleven." And be 
swept all tbe money from tbe board. 

"We eacb owe you ten guineas," said tbe two 
rooks to Sir Tbeodosius. 

"Let it stand, gentlemen," replied tbe Leicester- 
sbire baronet. "I sball go on backing Mr. Lorimer." 

For a few minutes longer uninterrupted good 
luck attended Tradescant As tbe stakes were 
doubled after eacb successful cast, tbere was now a 
considerable sum on tbe table. All tbis time tbe 
proceedings of tbe rooks bad been carefuUy watcbed 
by Candisb, wbo, stationed bebind Tradescant, per- 
ceived tbat tbey bad dexterously contrived.to change 
tbeir dice. 
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"Seven's the main," cried Tradescant, "quatre- 
trey." 

"Cinque deuce!" cried Bragge, throwing. 

"Six ace!" cried Gleek, following him. 

^*Tbe chances are equal. Another cast must 
decide it," cried Tradescant. 

"Hold!" exclaimed Candish, "the chances are 
not equal. These dice are loaded," he added, cover- 
ing those used by Gleek with his hand. 

"And so are these," cried Herbert, snatching 
Bragge's dice from the table. 

"How dare you make such a charge against a 
gentleman, sir?" cried Gleek, vainly attempting to 
pusb away CandishV hapd. 

"I say the dice are loaded," cried Candish, 
giving them to Tradescant. "Split them, and you 
will see." 

"Fire and fury! No such indignity shall be 
ofifered to me," roared Gleek. "I'll have your heart's 
blood." 

"Both dice are filled with quicksilver," cried 
Herbert, who had shattered them upon the hearth. 

"And so are these," cried Tradescant, flinging 
them at Gleek's head. "You are a cheat and a 
villain, and your accomplice is no better." 

^ "You now see how youVe been imposed upon, 
sir," Said Candish, "and what rogues youVe had to 
deal with." 

"I do! I do!" rejoined Tradescant. 

"This is a well-contrived trick, but it won't pass," 
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cried Gleek. "We're not to be plundered in this 
manner with impiinity. Give up the money youVe 
robbed us of, or yon don't leave this room alive." 
And he drew his sword. 

"What ho! there — without!" shouted Bragge, 
knocking the floor with a chair. 

And in reply to the signal some half a dozen 
ruffians of villanous mien made their appearance at 
the doorway. 

Sir Theodosius was now seriously alarmed. 

"I must have been mad to coBie here," he cried. 
"We shall all be murdered. Help! help! watch 
watch!" 

"Hold your tongue, you silly old fool!" cried 
Bragge. "No härm shall be done you if you behave 
properly." 

But the fat baronet rushed to the window, and 
tried to get it open. Darting after him, Bragge 
puUed him forcibly backwards, alarming him dread- 
fuUy. His cries brought Herbert to his assistance, 
who attacked Bragge in his tum. A general scuffle 
then ensued. Swords were drawn on all sides, and 
passes exchanged — luckily, without much efifect. 
In the confusion chairs and card-tables were upset, 
and the candles and lamps rolled on the ground, 
burying all in darkness. 

If the Leicestershire baronet had been alarmed 
before it was nothing to his present fright, and it 
must be owned that his fears were not imwarranted. 
However, he contrived to get to the window — 



THE LORB MAYOR OF LONDON. 31 

which, as we have said, opened upon a balcony over- 
looking the river — and at last, to his great delight, 
succeeded in unfastening it. This accomplislied, he 
rushed out upon the balcony, and clamoured lustily 
for help. 
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followed by the rest of their associates, and in 
another moment only Tradescant and Chatteris, with 
Herbert and Candish, were left in the room. 

"We must away too," cried Herbert. "It won't 
be safe to remain bere longer. The fire is gaining 
rapidly." 

"Where's Sir Theodosius?" inquired Tradescant. 

"Here," replied the baronet, putting bis head, 
firom whicb the wig was gone, through the window. 
"Is the fight over? — are the villains gone? Bless 
my life, what a fire!" 

"Yes, yes, you'll be bumt to death if you stay 
here," cried Candish. "Don't lose a moment, if you 
value your life. Come along!" 

The whole party were then about to hurry down 
stairs, when they were stopped by a posse of watch- 
men and constables — mustering some ten or a 
dozen men — bearing lantems, and armed with 
staves and truncheons. 

"Here are some of the villains left," cried the 
foremost watchman; "the others have given us the 
slip, but we'll make sure of these. You are our 
prisoners, masters. Eesistance will be useless, so I 
advise you not to attempt it. Come along with us 
quietly to the watch-house in Bread-street. Tou'U 
have to give an account of yourselves to the Lord 
Mayor at the Mansion House to-morrow moming." 

"'Sdeath! that mustn't be," exclaimed Tradescant. 
"Here are five guineas for you, my good fellows. 
Let US pass." 

The Lord Mayor of London, IL ^ 
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"Well, come down stairs, and Wll talk about 
it," rejoined the watchman. 

"Don't go with them," whispered Chatteris; 
"they'U play U8 some cursed trick. The window's 
open; it will be easy to drop from the balcony to 
the ground." 

No sooner was the hint given than it was acted 
on. A rush was made by the party towards the 
window. Of course the watchmen followed, but they 
were held in check by Herbert and Tradescant, who 
opposed them with their drawn swords. As the fire 
was now buming fiercely, and the watchmen suflFered 
from the heat, they determined to bring the matter 
to a speedy issue, and dealt some heavy blows 
against the young men, which the latter with diffi- 
culty warded oflP. 

"Make good your retreat," said Herbert to his 
cousin. "It won't do for you to be captured." 

"Yes, go," added Candish; "Fll take your 
place." 

Thus urged, the young man sprang through the 
window. On gaining the balcony, he found that 
Chatteris had already disappeared, but Sir Theo- 
dosius was still there, clinging desperately to the 
rails of the balcony, but not daring to let himself 
drop. Tradescant instantly flow to his assistance, 
and with the help of Chatteris, who was standing 
below, managed to eflPect the stout baronet's safe 
descent. This accomplished, he himself descended. 
At the same juncture, a wherry approached the 
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shore, and the liberal fare offered by Tradescant 
soon induced the two watermen who rowed it to take 
all tliree on board. 

"Stand out a few yards from shore," said Trades- 
cant; "we must wait for our friends." 

"Weny good, your lionour," replied one of the 
watermen, a crafty cid fellow; "if you'll only pay 
US well, well do whatsomever you axes." 

Accordingly, they pülled out some twenty or 
tbirty yards, and then remained stationary opposite 
the buming house. But though an anxious lookout 
was kept, nothing could be seen of Herbert or 
Candish. Indeed, a loud shout proceeding firom the 
house seemed to proclaim that they had fallen into 
the hands of the watchmen, while a few minutes 
afterwards, flames bursting through the Windows, 
made it evident that the room was untenantable, or 
that any rash individuals lingering within it were 
doomed to destruction. Still, though aware they 
could render no further aid, the party in the boat 
tarried to gaze at the blazing building, which now 
formed a very striking spectacle. 

But let US now see what had befallen Herbert 
and Candish. Endowed with remarkable activity, 
there is no doubt, that, if left to himself, Herbert 
could easily have escaped from the watch. But he 
WQuld not leave Candish, and it was while gallantly 
struggling to rescue the old man, whose sword had 
been beaten from his grasp, and who was bein^ 
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dragged off by bis captors, that he himself was over- 
powered. • 

Both tlieir prisoners being tbus secured, tbe 
watcbmen gave tbe sbout beard by tbose on tbe 
water, and tben burried down stairs as expeditiously 
as tbey could. It was time. Had tbey remained 
anotber minute, not one of tbem would bave quitted 
tbe place alive. The wbole of tbe roof had caught 
fire, and some of tbe blazing rafters feil in, filling 
tbe room witb flame and smoke. By tbis time a 
great number of suspicious-looking persons were 
collected in tbe narrow street or alley at tbe back 
of tbe ordinary, and it required considerable ex- 
ertions on tbe part of the constables and tbe watch 
to prevent tbem from plundering tbe house under 
pretence of rendering assistance. All that could be 
saved was removed from tbe premises as quickly as 
possible, and tbe alley was partially blocked up witb 
goods and fumiture. 

By tbis time an engine had been brought from 
Queenhithe, but owing to tbe confined Situation of 
tbe premises great difficulty was experienced in 
causing it to play upon tbe buming structure. 
Anotber engine, set upon a bärge, was also brought 
on tbe river side of tbe house, and tbis was far 
more efficient, but the conflagration ^ad now made 
far too great progress to be checked, and tbe utmost 
that could be done was to endeavour to save the 
adjoining habitations by throwing a constant jet of 
water upon tbem. 
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The spectacle as witnessed by those within the 
boat, who still remained looking on, was now ex- 
ceedingly grand. The night being profoundly dark, 
and perfectiy calm, fall eflPect was given to the fire. 
The habitation, as we have already said, being com- 
posed of old and dry timber, was rapidly consumed. 
The fire bumt with great fierceness, the flames 
springing to a vast height, illuminating not only the 
densely-packed intervening buildings in Thames- 
street, Paurs-chain, and Doctors'-commons, but the 
massive structure of St. Paul's itself, which was now 
displayed as clearly as in broad daylight; and casting 
a stream of radiance across the darkling current. 
The jagged buildings on the banks of the river 
looking black and indistinct, had a very picturesque 
effect. Many other wherries besides that occupied 
by Tradescant and bis friends were there, and others 
were momentarily arriving, or hastening to the spot. 
Notwithstanding the lateness of the hour, the South- 
wark side of the river, facing the conflagration, was 
crowded with spectators, while London Bridge, and, 
indeed, every other place commanding a view, had 
some occupant. Owing to the crowded State of the 
Street at the rear, and the confusion prevailing in it, 
the watchmen did not immediately convey their 
prisoners to the watch-house, but took them to an 
adjoining tavem, known as the Horse-shoe and 
Magpie. 



f 
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An Höht's Dnranee. 

Hebe they were introduced to a small room ad- 
joining the bar, and a watchman left in charge of 
them. 

"Now make yourselves comfortable, gem'men," 
Said this worthj, setting his lantem on the table. 
"Call for aiiTthing you likes. Fm agreeable. In 
case you don't know it, I may teil you the Hoss- 
shoe^s a famous house for punch, and you'll have 
plenty of time to drink a bowl, for you'll be here 
an hour or better, I dare say. There's no liquor 
allowed in the watch-house.^* 

"I want nothing to drink," cried Herbert, seat- 
ing himself on one of the rush bottomed chairs with 
which the room was fumished. 

"Nor I," Said Candish. "But order something 
for yourself, my good fellow," he added, tossing the 
Charley a crown piece. 

"Ah! I see, your honour understands business," 
the watchman replied, taking the money. And 
opening the door, he called for a quartem of gin, 
with a pipe and tobacco, all of which were brought 
him by a drawer. Thus provided, he sat down, and 
after sipping the gin, which he pronounced a perfect 
coräi&l, proceeded to light his pipe. While doing 
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this, he made another effort to induce his prisoners 
to follow his example, but without success. Neither, 
though the watchman himself was disposed to be 
talkative, did they appear inclined for conversation. 
So, finding he got no reply to his remarks, the 
guardian of the night yoted his companions dull 
fellows, and smoked his pipe in silence. £oth 
Herbert and Candish had dropped off into a doze, 
when they were suddenly roused by a knocking at 
the door, which had been locked inside by the 
watchman. 

"Open quick!" cried a voice outside. "It's me, 
Ned Finch. Here's the devil to pay." 

"What's the matter?" cried the watchman, 
getting up and unlocking the door. 

"You would soon have found out what's the 
matter, and to your cost, Corny Cloyde, if I hadn't 
come to warn you," replied his brother watchman. 
"The Lord Mayor is Coming to see the prisoners." 

"The Lord Mayor! impossible, Ned," rejoined 
Corny. 

"You'll find it quite true," said Finch. "His 
lordship came down to see that due precautions were 
taken to put out the fire and prevent it from spread- 
ing, and while questioning the men as to the cause 
of the occurrence, heard about the prisoners, and 
being informed they had been taken to the Hoss- 
shoe, Said he'd go see 'em. So I ran on to teil you. 
There!" he added, triumphantly, "you didn't believe 
me. His lordship's at the door now." 



\ 
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"Im reaöj for liim,'' Te;iQiiiöd Oamy, 
his wp^ into lik po^eL, and IxBsdhr ^ffing Ümm^ 
ToeaBOxe af ^ and the ^lafiE nndsr xbe table. 

Tlik Immed dialogne, as mar he «qipoBed^ was 
not loBt upcm the pr»anfiis^ and 'was satTfifaftogy? 
inasnnch as it lield out a prospecr af' speedy rekauß. 
A. loud claanouT and «Tinfftrng of feet now amMmnoed 
läiat seFeral persans liad entered tbe onter roon. 
PreBöntly the noise oeased^ and a vcdee, 'eaaily re- 
oo^nised \ry hoth Ms anditare as that of Sir Gresltim 
liOrrmer^ vas Leard incfoiring alioxit the |iiiBaiier&. 
Then eteps approached the doar^ and in anotha 
moment the Lord Major iras seen standing at it, 
altended hy the host and hostess^ both beanng 
lightfi. B^iind him were a eonple of beadles^ with 
a posse of eonstahles and vatchmen. 

*^Here are the prisoners^ an please yonr hoaionr- 
able l<»^ddi3p,'^ Said Comy, advancang towards him, 
and inclining his p^son. *^Both desperaie diaracters 
— notorions sharpers,"" 

"Sharpers, eh!'' exdaimed the Ix>rd Mayor. 
"Fm glad yonVe canght them. A stop mnst be put 
to these practioes. If Picard's ordinaiy had not 
been bumt down I wonld have infiicted upon him 
the füll penalty of two hnndred ponnds for keepmg 
a gaming-table. Bnt these rogaes shall be fined, 
and give ample secnrities for their fatnre good con- 
duct. I won't let them loose to prey npon society again.'' 
\ "Tour lordship is quite right,'' said the land- 
*'^u canH be töo ««jvciä ui^tl these cheating 
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gamesters. Picard's ordinary has been a great 
liuisance to the neighbourhood, and ifs a blessing 
it's bumt down." 

"Stand aside and let me lock at tbem," said tbe 
lord Mayor to Comy. "Wbat do I see?" he ex- 
claimed, in the utmost surprise. "You have made 
soine stupid mistake, fellow. I thougbt you had 
caught tbose two sharpers, Gleek and Bragge. 
These persons are not gamesters." 

"Oh yes, begging your honourable lordship's 
pardon, they are," replied Comy, "arrant gamesters. 
^e took 'em in the fact. Let 'em be searched, and 
I'U lay my life dice and cards will be found in their 
pockets." 

"Search us," cried Herbert, "and if it should 
pi"ove as this fellow states, let the severest punish- 
iQ^ent be inflicted upon us." 

"How came you at this gaming-house, for I 
PX'esume you cannot deny having been there?" asked 
*lxe Lord Mayor. 

"We were both there, but not with the intention 
^^ playing," replied Herbert. 

"His lordship wouldn't believe that if you were 
on your oath," cried Comy. "One of their asso- 
^iates won several thousand pounds, and broke the 
tank." 

"Is this correct?" demanded the Lord Mayor. 

"The man is right in stating that the bank was 
*^^oken," replied Herbert. 

"By whom?" 
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"Your lordship must excuse me if I decline to 
answer the question." 

"I can easily find it out for your lordship," cried 
Comy. "Ned Finch heard the rascal's name. It 
was something like your lordship's own. Ah! there's 
Ned himself. Teil his lordship who it was that 
broke the bank." 

"I didn't catch the name," replied Ned, eva- 
sively, "but I should know the gentleman again if 
I clapped eyes upon him. He is a very fine young 
man." 

"We should have captured him if it hadn^t been 
for these two," said Corny. "They kept us at bay 
with their swords while the others got oflP." 

"No one, I hope, was hurt?" inquired the Lord 
Mayor, anxiously. 

"A few Scratches, that was all, my lord. Our 
opponents got as good as they gave. There was 
one fat old fellow with them who lost .his wig, and 
got a knock or two. But no one was much hurt." 

"That's well," said the Lord Mayor. 

"I can prove, my lord, if needful," said Candish, 
"that I was present with a laudable design, and 
that this young gentleman merely went with me to 
enable me to carry it out. He neither played nor 
intended to play. Our object was to expose the 
tricks of the two sharpers your lordship has referred 
to, and in this we completely succeeded. We were 
fortunately able to open the eyes of one who has for 
some time been their dupe." 
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"Your Statement caxries conviction with it, and 
I therefore think it needless to pursue the inquiry 
further," said the Lord Major. "You are both 
discharged, and I am sorry you have been at all 
detained." 

"Oh! that is not of the slightest consequence, 
my lord," said Candish. "We are too well satisfied 
with what we have accomplished to heed an hour's 
detention. Bat we may congratulate ourselves that 
your lordship was brought hither by the fire, or we 
must have passed the night in the watch-house." 

"And have been brought before me in the justice 
court. of the Mansion House to-morrow," rejoined the 
Lord Mayor. "You have had an escape certainly, 
and Tm exceedingly glad of it. Hark ye, my good 
fellows," he added to the constables, "those two 
sharpers, Gleek and Bragge, mustn't be allowed to 
escape. Ferret them out. I rely on their capture, 
d'ye hear? Now follow me, gentlemen, and I'll see 
you safely through the crowd outside." 

With this he quitted the house, while Herbert 
and Candish, acting upon bis Suggestion, kept close 
behind him, and, being surrounded by the constables, 
passed without hindrance or molestation through the 
noisy mob, and ultimately found their way to the 
house in Cheapside just as Sir Gresham had 6n- 
tered it. 

It was late enough then, being past two o'clock, 
but Bow Church clock Struck four before Tradescant 
was lighted to bis Chamber by Tiplady. 
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VI. 

Chat at Breakfast. 

Next moming the Lord Mayor, having pre- 
viously sent Tomline to apprise Millicent and Pnie 
that he would breakfast with them in their ovm 
room, made bis appearance about nine o'clock, and 
found all ready for bim. 

Botb girls were dressed witb a simplicity tbat 
was especially agreeable to Sir Gresbam, and be 
could not belp tbinking bow mucb better tbey 
looked in tbeir piain, neat attire, witb tbeir luxuriant 
tresses free from powder and pomatum, tbeir com- 
plexions fresb and clear, and sucb as Nature bad 
given tbem, tban bis eldest daugbters in tbeir rieb 
silks and satins, and witb tbeir artificially-beigbtened 
cbarms. Tbeir smiling countenances and eyes 
beaming with pleasure evinced tbeir satisfaction at 
3eeing bim. 

After an aflPectionate greeting bad passed between 
them, Millicent said, in tones tbat bespoke her de- 
light, "Well, tbis is really very kind of you, papa, 
to bestow a little of your valuable time upon us. 
You cannot coneeive bow pleased we botb were to 
receive your message by Tomline." 

"Yes, indeed, uncle," added Prue. "You have 
maäe us bappy for the day. We did not see you 



THE LORD MAYOR OP LONDON. 45 

yesterday, and I almost feared we might suflPer a 
similar deprivation to-day." 

"Neither would you have seen me, my dear, un- 
less I had come now," rejoined Sir Gresham, smi- 
ling', "for my time is so much engrossed by my 
official dnties and by engagements of one kind or 
anotber tbat I have scarcely a moment to myself. A 
Lord Mayor bas so many demands upon bim tbat be 
bas little to bestow on bis own family. After eleven 
o'clock I belong to tbe public. You must not be 
surprised, tberefore, if I should now and tben come 
and breakfast witb you." 

"Surprised, papa!" exclaimed Milly. "We sball 
be encbanted. You cannot come too often — - tbat 
is, if mamma can spare you." 

'*Wby, to teil you tbe trutb," said Sir Gresbam, 
smiling, "I was ratber anxious to escape a t^te-k- 
t^te witb ber ladysbip." 

"Ob! now you are spoiling all, üncle," cried 
Prue. "You won't allow us to flatter ourselves tbat 
you come to see us. However, we'll do our best to 
be agreeable to you, and bope we may induce you 
to repeat tbe visit." 

On tbis they all sat down to tbe breakfast-table, 
wbere tbe bonours w^re done in a very cbarming 
manner by Milly. Tea was abeady made, and 
chocolate — Sir Gresbam's customary beverage — 
was brougbt in, bot and foaming, by a page. There 
were pät^s, cold cbickens, bam and tongue, and 
plenty of otber good tbings upon a side-table. 
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"You know I like a sabstantial breakfast, 
Milly," Said the Lord Mayor, helping himself to 
some Yorkshire pie, "and have provided accord- 

"It is your own breakfast, papa," replied Milly- 
"On receiving your message, I ordered it to be 
brought up here. You must not suppose that Pme 
and I feast in this manner. Very little contents us, 
I assure you." 

"There you're wrong, my dear. Always lay 
in a good foundation for the day. This is an ex- 
cellent pie. Can't I prevail upon you to taste it, 
Prue?" 

"No thank you, unele. I never touch meat in a 
moming." 

"Then you're not the girl I took you for," cried 
Sir Gresham. "You must improve your habits, and 
follow my example. You prefer cakes, sweetmeats, 
honey, marmalade, and all such trash, I suppose, to 
good, solid, wholesome food. Milly is just as absurd. 
She eats nothing — absolutely nothing." 

"Oh! don't say so, papa. Fm sure I've an ex- 
cellent appetite. Mamma often says I eat too 
much." 

"Does she?" cried Sir Gresham. "Then she 
doesn't apply the same rule to herseif, that's all 
I can say. If she had tasted this pie, for instance, 
she would most assuredly have come again — and 
guite right too. Speaking of your aunt, Prue 
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— have jou seen much of her since jour stay 
here?" 

"Not a great deal, uncle," she replied. "Lady 
Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris were here yesterday, and 
I fancy they have no great affection for me." 

"I fear not," said Sir Gresham ; "but never mind." 

"Yes, 1 told Prue not to mind," said Milly. 
"It's my sisters' way. They are often very cold 
and haughty to me, but Tm used to it, and don't 
heed it." 

"Well, Milly and I must try to make amends 
for the sorry treatment you experience from the 
others," said Sir Gresham. "We shall remove to 
the Mansion House in a day or so, and then you 
can either stay here with Herbert, or go with us, as 
you like best." 

"Oh, Prue will go with us, Pm sure," cried 
Milly. "I can't spare her." 

"If my aunt wouldn't think me in the way, I 
should like of all things to stay at the Mansion 
House," said Prue. "It's quite a palace, Pm told — 
much finer than Guildhall." 

"Quite a different thing, child. The one is an 
ancient edifice; the other modern. The Mansion 
House has only just been built — that is to say', it 
was finished eight years ago. But it is very magni- 
ficent, no doubt, and you'll be lodged like a princess 
while yoU stay there." 

"Then you are resolved to take me, uncle — 
but if my aunt should say no?" 
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"The Lord Mayor is omnipotent in the City, my 
dear. Wliat he wills is law." 

"Very well, uncle, you shan't find me rebel- 
lious or contumacious. What you teil me to do I 
shall do." 

"Then 111 teil you what you must do, my 
dear. You must see her ladyship's milliner, Mrs. 
Grogram, to-day, and direct her to make you a 
set of dresses suitable to the Mansion House en- 
tertainments — similar to those she is making for 
Milly." 

"Oh, you are much too good, uncle." 

"Then you must have shoes, gloves, hats, fans, 
Ornaments, trinkets — all that a fine lady can re- 
quire — all that my niece should wear. Milly will 
teil you what you want." 

"I scarcely know myself, papa. But I dare say 
we shall easily find out." 

"All I desire is that you should be fully 
equipped, and without loss of time," said Sir 
Gresham. "So see to it, girl, see to it. If there 
should be any mistake, Milly must bear the 
blame." 

"I, papa — why so?" 

"Because I expeet you to see my directions im- 
plicitly fulfiUed. I don't require you to look after 
Herbert " 

"Oh no, papa, I should hope not." 

"But you must see him handsomely dressed. I 
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don't want him, though', to become a fop, like 
Tradescant." 

**Hadn't you bettei* send your own tailor to him, 
papa?" 

**I mean to do so. But you must give him the 
advantage of your taste." 

**My opinion is worth nothing," said Prue; "bnt 
it seems to me that my cousin, Tradescant, dresses 
^tt Dttuch elegance." 

**PshawI — a puppy — a coxcomb, who thinks 
of nothing but adoming bis person, and spending 
^ time in frivolous amusements. I am wofully 
disappointed in my son, niece. I looked for some- 
thing better, after all that has been done for 
Inm." 

"You must make some allowances for Trades- 
cant, uncle. He has been exposed to a great many 
temptations, and it is not surprising if he should 
We yielded to some of them." 

"A great deal a girl like you, Prue, brought 
up in the country, can know about it," rejoined the 
Lord Mayor. "Tradescant's conduct is not to be 
defended. What new whim do you think he has 
got in his foolish head? Nay, you'll never 
guess, so I m«y as well teil you. He wants to get 
married." 

"Married!" exclaimed both girls together. 
"And you'll be still more surprised when you 
leam who is the object of his choice." 

The Lord Mayor of London. IL 4 
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"I hope she is some one whom you can approve^ 
uncle," rejoined Prue, tuming pale. 

"Hum! not altogether. The girl is prettj, but 
coquettish and frivolous, and not the sort of person- 
I should have desired for my son's wife. How- 
ever, you have seen her, and can judge. Sh^ 
was at Guildhall the other night, and danced witk 
Herbert." 

"Herbert only danced with Alice Walworth — 
he told US so himself," said Milly. "She can't h& 
the perspn." 

"Why, she disappeared from the ball, as we 
were told, in a very mysterious manner," criedPrue. 
"It can't possibly be Alice." 

"You are both wrong, for Alice it is," replied 
Sir Gresham. "As to the disappearance, it tums out 
to have been a mere trick played upon Herbert by 
Tradescant, to which the girl must have been a 
party, but she never left the Hall. However, it was 
a very silly proceeding, and reflects little credit 
upon either of them. In my opinion, Herbert has 
been very badly used, for certainly the girl seemed 
much pleased with him." 

"As was natural, after the great Service he had 
rendered her," cried Milly. "I cannot understand 
how she can have changed so suddenly." 

"She is a coquette, and has no real regard for 
either," replied the Lord Mayor. "Herbert pleased 
her well enough tili Tradescant presented himself, 
when, dazzled by the false glitter of the latter, she 
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at once gave him the preference. This is your hope- 
ful cousin's present plan of refonn, Prue. What 
think you of it?" 

"I trust it may conduce to bis happiness," she 
rejoined; "but I don't think she is good enough for 
him." 

"There I diiffer with you, niece. I think her a 
great deal too good to be thrown away on such a 
worthless fellow." 

"Oh! uncle, I'm sorry to hear you speak thus 
disparagingly of your son. It is not like you to be 
uncharitable and unforgiving." 

"I hope I am neither, niece; and if I perceive 
any signs of amendment in Tradescant, I shall be 
the first to hail them, but I discem none as 
yet." 

"Then you don't think this marriage will ac- 
complish much?" 

"I have no great hopes of it, I confess." 

"Then why allow it to take place, uncle?" 

"I may have little to do with it. Tradescant 
is very wilful, and may set my authority at de- 
fiance." 

"I cannot believe this of him," said Prue. 

"Well, time will show," replied the Lord 
Mayor. 

At this moment Tomline entered the room, and 
said, "Sir Felix Bland and Mr. Walworth are below, 
and desire to see your lordship." 

"Say ril wait upon them immediately," replied 

4* 
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Sir Gresham. "I suppose you can guess Mr. Wal- 
worth^s errand?" he added, as soon as the man. 
was gone. "He has come to talk over the mar- 
riage." 

"I shall be very anxious to hear the result oF 
the interview," said Milly. 

"Tou'U hear something that will surprise you in 
the course of the moming. Good-by to you both!" 
said her father, quitting the room. 

"Oh, Milly!" exclaimed Prue, aa soon as they 
were alone together — "oh, Milly!" she sobbed, 
giving way to the emotion with which she had been 
struggling, and bursting into tears, "I can't bear the 
thoughts of this marriage. I hope it won't take 
place. And yet what business have I to wish so? 
Tradescant has probably never given a thought to 
me, and never might have done. Alice is very 
pretty — and may bring him a large dowry — and 
they may be very happy together — but I d-o-o-n't 
— th-th-ink — they will." 

"I hope they mayn't have the chance," replied 
Milly: "but we must wait papa's decision — though, 
after all, Tradescant mayn't choose to be guided by 
it. Cheer up, dear Prue. Our dreams may yet be 
realised." 

"Mine have been very foolish," replied Prue; 
"but they are over now." 
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vn. 

How the Matrimonial Project caxne to an End. 

The Lord Mayor found both the gentlemen who 
had been announced to bim, in the drawing-room, 
and affcer shaking bands with them very beartily, 
expressing bis pleasure at seeing them, and offering 
them chairs, begged to know the objeet of their 
Visit, looking at Mr. Walwortb as he made the 
inquiry. 

The old bosier, who was dressed in bis best, and 
wore a well-powdered bob-major and a fine muslin 
cravat, was visibly embarrassed, and after making 
an ineffectual attempt to open the business, and 
getting very red in the face, applied to the little 
alderman. 

"Do me the favour to explain the matter to 
bis lordsbip, Sir Felix," he said. "I can't get on 
at all." 

"With the greatest pleasure in life, my dear 
Mr. Walwortb," replied Sir Felix. Then rising, 
and bowing to the Lord Mayor, he tbus addressed 
him: "It is my bappy privilege to commnnicate to 
your lordsbip — thougb, possibly, you may be al- 
ready aware of the fact — tbat your son, Mr. 
Tradescant Lorimer, captivated, as well be might 
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be, by the charms of my friend Mr. Walworth'» 
lovely daughter — an only child, allow me to ob- 
serve — and considering her in all respects, per- 
sonally, mentally, and pecuniarily, calculated to 
make bim bappy — persuading bimself also, and 
not improperly, as tbe event showed, that be bad 
succeeded in gaining tbe affections of tbe beauteous 
Alice, made ber an oflPer of bis band. Coming from 
a person of Mr. Lorimer's figure and breeding — 
of so mucb promise and of sucb brilliant prospects — 
tbe only son of a distinguisbed and wealtby fatber 
— in a Word, Coming from your son, Sir Gresbam, 
tbe ojBter could not be otberwise tban gratifying to 
Mr. Walwortb. And so tbat gentleman feit it. In 
a manner wbicb did credit to bis judgment and 
feelings, be at once evinced bis bigb sense of tbe 
value of tbe connexion by volunteering to give bis 
daugbter a magnificent dowry — a dowry wbicb a 
nobleman would not despise. I bave only to add 
tbat my good friend, Mr. Walwortb, entertaining tbe 
profoundest respect for your lordsbip, and finding 
you bad not been consulted on tbe point, would 
allow no engagement to be entered into tili your 
sanction sbould be obtained; and it is witb tbe view 
of ascertaining your lordsbip^s feelings on tbe sub- 
ject tbat be bas sougbt tbe present interview. Permit 
me to add, on my own part, tbat I cannot conceive 
a couple better suited to eacb otber tban tbese two 
amiable young persons, alike graced by nature, alike 
rieb in all Üie ingredients essential to conjugal 



THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 55 

(ellcity, and alike fortunäte in the possession of 
paorents opulent and liberal. No difficulties, as it 
ßöems to me, can exist in the way of a union so 
^^sirable on both sides, and it will always be satis- 
^actory to me to reflect tbat I have been instrumental 
— in however sligbt a degree — in bringing it 
about." 

"I'm a man of few words, Sir Gresham," said 
Mr. Walworth, as the little alderman sat down, 
evidently very well satisfied with his florid oration, 
"and cannot express myself in such eloquent terms 
as those employed by my good friend, Sir Felix. 
But I will try to speak to the point. I have had 
no hand in this matrimonial scheme, my lord, 
neither has my wife. The thing has come about 
quite suddenly and unexpectedly. The young folks 
settled it between 'em — apparently without much 
ado — and then came to me. Well, it would be 
oseless to deny that the match was agreeable to me, 
so I at once consented — on the understanding, 
however, that there should be no positive engage- 
ment tili your lordship had been consulted; and thaf s 
what I came about this moming.'' 

"Tou have acted in a very straightforward 
manner, Mr. Walworth," rejoined Sir Gresham, "and 
I am greatly beholden to you." 

"And now a word as to my daughter's fortune, 
my lord. Sir Felix has been pleased to assert that 
I mean to give her a magnificent dowry. That's 
saying too much." 
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"Excuse me, mj dear sir, I don^t think so," 
interposed the little aJderman, "neither, I am C50n- 
vinced, will the Lord Mayor think so, when ac- 
quainted with the amount." 

"If Alice marries with my consent and approval 
as she will if she marries your sön, my lord," said 
Walworth, "I mean to give her a plum." 

"There! — was I wrong, my lord!" cried Sir 
Felix. "Isn't that magnificent? Tour son has got 
a prize such as falls to the lot of few — a lovely 
girl with a hundred thousand pounds. EgadI it^s 
very well some of those gay young fortune-hunters 
didn't know this t'other night, Mr. Walworth, or 
Alice might have been run away with in right 
earnest." 

"If she had run away, the rascal who induced 
her to take such an imprudent step would have 
profited little by it, Sir Felix. He should never 
have had a Shilling from me. J hate a fortune- 
hunter." 

"Agreed, my dear Mr. Walworth. If there's one 
character more odious and contemptible than another, 
it is a fortune-hunter." 

**Yes, it's very bad; but when the fortune-hunter 
is a rake and a gambler into the bargain, as is not 
unfrequently the case, he's a far worse character." 

"Far worse, sir, I agree with you," said the 
Lord Mayor. 

"But we mustn't stigmatise all young men of 
ton as rakes and gamblers because they play a little 
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now and then, and divert themselves at Eanelagh 
and the masquerades," said Sir Felix. "Nobody 
thinks the worse of them for doing so." 

"Bat I do," replied Walworth, stoutly. "I 
object to a rake er a gambler, and I won't have 
such a one for a son-in-law. I feel safe with Mr. 
Tradescant Lorimer, assured that with such an 
example before bis eyes as is offered by bis re- 
spected father, he cannot fall to be steady." 

"An old fool!" mentally ejaculated Sir Felix, 
laughing in bis sleeve. ."'Twould be a pity to un- 
deceive bim." 

"Sir Felix, will you allow me a word with Mr. 
Walworth?" said Sir Gresham. 

"I don't like leaving them together," thought 
Sir Felix, alarmed at the Lord Mayor's manner. 
"Bat there's no help for it. I must go. Certainly, 
my lord — certainly," he added, aloud. Then 
whispering, "Of course your lordship will close with 
him. Capital match for Tradescant. A plum isn't 
to be picked up every day, even in the City — 
ha! ha!" And bowing to both gentlemen, he re- 
tired to the farther end of the room. 

"Mr. Walworth," said Sir Gresham, in a calm 
and serious tone, "before proceeding further, it will 
be necessary that we should come to a clear under- 
Standing. I share in the opinions you have ex- 
pressed as to the character and qualifications of the 
person to whom you may be disposed to give your 
daughter in marriage. Let me ask you, sir, whether 
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you know mucli of my son, and whether — judging 
from what you do know — you think he comes up 
to your Standard?" 

"Since you put it to me so directly, Sir 
Gresham," replied Walworth, "I must own that I 
know little of him save by report, and that is highly 
favourable. But, indeed, I have not deemed it ne- 
cessary to make any inquiries, as I feel perfectly 
satisfied that, with such model before him, the young 
gentleman could not go far wrong." 

"I am obliged by your good opinion, sir. But 
in a matter of so much importance as your daughter's 
happiness, it is your bounden duty — excuse me 
for saying so — to make careful inquiries, and tili 
this has been done, a meeting like the present is 
premature." 

"But I repeat, Sir Gresham, that I am perfectly 
satisfied, and should consider it an insult to you to 
make any inquiries about your son." 

"K you had done so, sir, you would have spared 
me much pain. You now compel me, very re- 
luctantly, to give you Information which you ought 
to have obtained elsewhere." 

"How, Sir Gresham?" cried Walworth, looking 
very much perplexed. 

"In no transaction in life, Mr. Walworth, have 
I intentionally deceived any one with whom I have 
had dealings, and I shall not begin now. Whatever 
pain it costs me to make the avowal, I shall not 
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hesitate. You say you object to a rake and a 
gambler. I grieve to say, sir, my son is both." 

"You amaze me, Sir Gresham!" cried Wal- 
worth, petrified. "Had I heard this from any other 
Ups than your own, I should not have believed it." 

"I would rather you had learnt it from others 
than from me, sir, but, as an honest man, I am 
bound to speak truth, even to my own detriment. 
What is more, Mr. Walworth, I fear my son cannot 
escape the imputation of being mercenary in his 
proposal; for, unless I am much mistaken, your 
daughter's expected fortune, rather than her beauty 
and merits, constitutes her chief attraction with 
hun." 

"Oh dear! oh dear!" groaned Walworth. "One 
should never judge by appearances. But perhaps I 
spoke rather too strongly just now. I could never 
have supposed — " 

"Make no apologies, my dear Mr. Walworth. 
What you said was perfectly right and proper, and 
showed you have your daughter's happiness and 
welfare really at heart. My own experience con- 
vinces me that the utmost caution ought to be 
exercised in the choice of a son-in-law, and that 
it is better — far better — a girl should remain 
Single all her days than marry a man of indifferent 
character." 

"No doubt of it, Sir Gresham," responded Wal- 
worth, dolefuUy. "But I fear I shan't get Alice 
and her mother to agree with me. I needn't say it 
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would have been a pride and a pleasure to me to 
be connected with you, but after what you bave 
Said, tbe engagement cani^pt take place." 

"I don't think either party will suffer much, 
sir," rejoined the Lord Mayor. "They have not 
had time to form a strong attachment to each other. 
It must bave been mere caprice on your danghter^s 
part, and I have told you frankly what I believe to 
have been my son's motives in making the proposal. 
If the circumstances had been different, and I had 
approved of the match, I should have required that 
the young people should know more of each other 
before an engagement was entered into." 

"Your lordship is quite right," said Walworth; 
"the matter has been arranged without due con- 
sideration, and is very properly brought to an end. 
I much regret that I have inadvertently caused you 
pain; but I can assure you that the respect I have 
hitherto entertained for you will not be diminished 
by this interview." 

"Ahem!" coughed Sir Felix, from the other end 
of the room. "All settled, eh?" 

"All settled," replied the Lord Mayor. 

"Delighted to hear it," cried the little alderman, 
hurrying towards them. "But how's this? You 
both look very grave." 

"The negotiation is at an end," replied the Lord 
Mayor. 

"At an end!" exclaimed Sir Felix, starting back 
Tn'ffllisagy. "Bless mel I hope not. But what has 
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«ccurred to interrupt so desirable an arrangement? 
Can't it be set right?" 

"I fear not," replied the Lord Mayor. "Mr. 
Walworth has thought better of bis proposition." 

"Not retreated from bis offer, surely?" cried Sir 
Felix. "As a man of bis word, be can't do tbat. 
No! noi we must bave tbe plum." 

Tbe old bosier winked at tbe Lord Mayor. 

"IVetcbanged my mind, Sir Felix," be observed. 
"It sban't be said tbat Alice was married merely for 
her money." 

"But, my dear sir, it's too late to cbange your 
mind. You must abide by your offer." 

"If Mr. Tradescant Lorimer really loves my 
daugbter, be'U take ber witbout a fortune," observed 
Walwortb; "I won't bold out a bribe." 

"Ob! tbat's it, eb?" tbougbt Sir FeUx — *^be 
bas got alarmed. No one can be more disinterested 
than Tradescant; but after your promise, be will 
naturally expect — ;" 

"I can't belp wbat be expects," interrupted Wal- 
wortb. '.*I don't mean to give it." 

Just as tbe words were uttered tbe door was 
opened, and tbe young gentleman in question burst 
into tbe room. 

"Ab! here be comes," cried Sir Felix. "We 
shall see wbat be says to tbe cbange." 

"I'll put bim to tbe proof by carrying on tbe 
deception a little longer," muttered Waltrortb. 
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"Good moming, Mr. Walworth," said Trades- 
cant. "I heard you were here, and came down as 
quickly as I could to see you. All satisfactorily 
arranged, I trust?" 

"Not quite, sir," replied the old hosier. 

"There's a slight hitch, I am sorry to say," 
remarked Sir Felix, "owing to Mr. Walworth's 
declining to give his daughter the fortune he pro- 
mised her." 

"Is it possible?" cried Tradescant. 

"Perfectly true," replied Walworth. "My daugh- 
ter shan't be a catch for a fortune-hunter." 

"A fortune-hunter, Mr. Walworth! I cannot 
allow such an injurious term to be applied to me. 
My attachment to Alice is purely disinterested — " 

"I said so — I Said so," interrupted Sir Felix — 
"purely disinterested." 

"Then it cannot matter that I have seen fit to 
withdraw my offer." 

"Pardon me, sir, but it does matter," cried Tra- 
descant. "You won't, I am sure, behave so unhand- 
somely." 

"ünhandsome or not, IVe made up my mind 
not to give her a fortune," rejoined Walworth. 
"But if you regard Alice merely for herseif, and not 
for what she is to bring you, that won't signify." 

"But it does signify most materially, Mr. Wal- 
worth," exclaimed Tradescant, angrily. "Allow me 
to observe, that I consider this veiy extraordinary 
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conduct on youT part, sir. If you have made up 
your mind not to give Alice a fortune, I have made 
^p mine not to marry her without one." 

"I suspected as much," said Walworth. "Very 
^sinterested affection indeed!" 

"You must be labouring nnder a most singnlar 
delusion, Mr. Walworth," pursued Tradescant, "if 
you can for an instant suppose that a person of my 
figare and pretensions would throw himself away 
upon any woman." '^ 

"D'ye hear that, Mr. Walworth?" observed Sir 
Felix. "If you want such a son-in-law as Mr. 
Lorimer, you must pay for him." 

"So it seems," rejoined the old hosier. 
"Tour daughter's a very charming girl, and 
might tempt me to commit a folly, but I can^t afford 
to marry for love," said Tradescant. "IVe a few 
debts, which the plum you were good enough to 
promise me would enable me to discharge." 

"Faith, the son's as frank in his own way as 
the father," thought Walworth. 

"What says Sir Gresham?" inquired Sir Felix. 
"We have not had his opinion." 

"I think Mr. Walworth quite right," he replied. 
"I should give nothing were I in his place, and 
therefore I can ask him for nothing." 

Here the door was thrown open by a couple of 
lacqueys in State liveries to admit the Lady Mayoress 
and a party with her. Her ladyship, who was very 
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rlchly dressed, and looked all smiles and affabi 
was accompanied by Mrs. Walworth, to whom 
was evidently playing the agreeable. Lady D 
and Mrs. Cbatteris followed with Alice, the y< 
lady looking enchanted by the extraordinary a 
tions lavished upon her. 
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vin. 

Women of the World. 

Many circumstances conspired to make Lady 
Lorimer desirous that her son should many. If he 
could find a wife with rank as well as money so 
much the better — but money was indispensable. 
In Alice's case one was provided to bis band, wbo, 
thougb sbe migbt lack some tbings, bad the grand 
requisite. 

On the previous evening, after their promenade 
in the City Mall, Lady Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris 
bad proceeded at once to Cheapside to convey to 
their mother the surprising intelligence that Tra- 
descant bad made a proposal of marriage to Alice 
Walwortb, and that the young lady's fatber bad 
promised to give her a plum. The latter announce- 
ment dispelled any objections that Lady Lorimer 
migbt have raised to the match. Hitberto, the 
Walworths bad appeared in her eyes low and vulgär 
people, with whom it was scarcely possible to as- 
sociate. Now she began to see merits in them which 
sbe could not discem before. Old Walwortb was 
stupid and had a bad manner, but then he was a 
nonentity, and bis wife was rather an agreeable 
woman. If they proved objectionable^ it wotM t^ 

ne Lord Mayor of London, //. ^ ^ 
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easy to drop them, after the toarriage. Alice was 
decidedly pretty, and, as Mrs. Tradescant Lorimer, 
would no doubt be greatly admired. Clearly, she 
was a prize that must not be allowed to slip througb 
her son's fingers. Thus Lady Lorimer argued, and 
her daugbters entirely agreed with her in opinion. 

"You must carry this marriage tbrough, mamma," 
observed Lady Dawes. "It is of the last importance 
to Tradescant." 

"I see its importance as well as you, dearest 
Livy," replied the Lady Mayoress; "and it shan't 
fall through if I can prevent it. I dare say we shall 
have some difficulty with your papa — but so we 
had about your own marriage with Sir John Dawes 
— yet I managed <Äaf." 

"Heigho!" exclaimed Lady Dawes. 

"Wherefore that sigh?" inquired her mother. 
"Surely you don't regret that splendid match." 

^^Oh no, mamma; though perhaps I might have 
been happier if — however, we won't talk of that. 
Let US keep to Tradescant's affair. Mr. Walworth 
is Coming here to-morrow moming to see papa before 
he goes to the Mansion House, and talk the matter 
over, and I have begged Mrs. Walworth and Alice 
to come too, promising to meet them. I neednH ask 
you to give them a gracious reception." 

"They shall have nothing to complain of — but 
Tm glad you prepared me," replied the Lady 
Mayoress. "To-morrow the engagement must be 
concluded. But I won't say a word about it in the 
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interim to Sir Gresham. He's so angry at present 
with Tradescant that he wön't listen to reason. But 
this marriage will set all right." 

"I fear nothing will be done for my poor Tom," 
observed Mrs. Chatteris, with a sigh. 

**We must get this important matter settled first, 
and then we'll think of Tom," replied her mother. 

On the following moming, as agreed, Lady 
Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris came betimes to meet 
Alice and her mother, and shortly afterwards the 
expected guests arrived. 

While Mr. Walworth and Sir Felix were shown 
into the drawing-room, Mrs. Walworth and her 
daughter were ushered into Lady Lorimer's boudoir, 
where all three ladies were waiting to receive them, 
and where a very sentimental scene was enacted. 
On Alice's appearance, Lady Lorimer hurried to- 
wards her, clasped her to her bosom with eflfusion, 
shed tears over her, and called her her daughter. 

Lady Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris were equally 
pro^e in their manifestations of affection. Assuring 
Alice with apparent sincerity that they should be 
delighted to have her for a sister, they declared that 
Tradescant's choice could have fallen on no one 
more agreeable to them than herseif 

To Mrs. Walworth all three were exceedingly 
courteous, and though she was a little awed at first, 
they soon sei her completely at her ease. Mrs. Wal- 
worth, who had heard the Lady Mayoress and her 
married daughters described as exceedingly l;i«M%\it^ ^ 
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thougiit they had been entirely misrepresented, and 
that they were the most amiable, unassuming people 
imaginable. In sbort, the interview was perfectly 
satisfactory. Alice and her mother were pleased; 
and Lady Lorimer and her daughters were pleased '— 
because their object was accomplished. 

After a while the Lady Mayoress proposed an 
adjoumment to the drawing-room, to see whether 
the gentlemen had concluded the arrangement and 
accordingly they all proceeded thither. 
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IX. 

Smooth Speaking and Piain Speaking. 

All the ladies were too much occupied with 
what was passing in tlieir own minds to notice the 
discomposure of the gentlemen; or if they did notiee 
it at all, they were far from attribnting it to the 
right cause. True \o his character for politeness, Sir 
Felix flew to the Lady Mayoress on her entrance, 
and, in his usual honeyed phrases, expressed his de- 
light at beholding her. To Alice's great snrprise, 
however, Tradescant did not advance, bnt remained 
Standing where he was, as if unconscious of her 
presence. Mr. Walworth likewise was greatly em- 
barrassed, and his perplexity was increased when the 
Lady Mayoress, as soon as she could liberate her- 
self from Sir Felix, went up to him, and said, "I 
must shake hands with you, Mr. Walworth. I must 
teil you how handsomely — how generously — how 
nobly you have behaved." 

"But, your ladyship — " cried Walworth. 

"I know what you would say, sir. I know your 
modesty; but you must allow me to speak of your 
conduct as I feel it deserves: it is princely; we all 
appreciate it. Your daugbter is very charming, and 
very amiable — beautiful in peraon, aikd T^i«v^^ m 
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manner — everything I could desire, in short, and 
I esteem my son singularly fortunate in having se- 
cured her aflfections." 

"Madam, this is too much! I can't bear it," 
cried the old hosier. "It cuts me to the quick." 

"I had no idea he was so sensitive," thought 
Lady Lorimer. "Excuse me, my dear Mr. Wal- 
worth; I wouldn't distress you for the world, but I 
must teil you how enchanted we all are with the 
alliance my son is about to form, and how highly 
we think of your conduct." 

"No more, madam, I entreat of you! — no 
more!" 

"Very well, sir," cried the Lady Mayoress, rather 
surprised. "I have done. How extraordinarily sen- 
sitive he must be." 

Meanwhile, the Lord Mayor, though he feit the 
Situation very awkward and embarrassing, good-na- 
turedly advanced towards Alice and her mother, and 
greeted them with much kindness and courtesy. 

Shocked and surprised at Tradescant's unac- 
countable behaviour, Lady Dawes went up to him 
to call him to order. 

"What's the matter?" she said. "Is this your 
gallantry? Why don't you speak to your intended?" 

And she pushed him towards Alice. 

"Good moming, Alice," he said. "Hope youVe 
quite well." 

"Is that all youVe got to say to me?" she re- 
Joined, in a tone of pique. "You scarcely deserve 
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an answer, sir. I thought you would be charmed to 
See me, but you appear quite cold. The Lady 
Mayoress has been excessively kind. I'm sure I 
shall like her vastly." 

"Indeed!" exclaimed Tradescant, in an indiflPe- 
rent tone. 

"Yes, indeed, sir. You don't seem to care much 
about it. I don't think I'll have you unless you 
cbange your manner. You don't look like a lover 
at all to-day." 

"Don't I?" exclaimed Tradescant. "Sorry for 
it. I'm confoundedly sleepy," he added, yawning. 
"Didn't get to bed tili four o'clock this moming." 

"Not tili four? What a dreadful rake! But 
you must leave off these bad habits when you are 
married." 

"By-the-by, I was lucky at hasset last night. 
What d'ye think? I broke the bank at Picard's, 
just before the fire broke out. YouVe heard of the 
fire, eh?" 

"Hush!" cried Alice, alarmed. "Don't speak so 
loud, or papa may hear you." 

"Never mind! I don't care if he does." 

"But I do, for he objects to play, and if he 
suspects you gamble, he'll withdraw bis consent." 

"Well, let him — " 

"Don't be so hasty. You're quite unlike your- 
self this moming, Mr. Lorimer. You're not like the 
same person you were yester-evening in the City 
Mall. Late hours and play, they say^ aijoil tha 
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sweetest tempers. Ton must promise me to behave 
better when you're married." 

"Alice," Said Tradescant, in an altered tone, 
"I won't attempt to keep up this delusion longer. 
You must no longer regard me as a suitor. I resign 
all Claims to your band. I restore you tbe trotb you 
pligbted to me yesterday. You are once more free!" 

"Can I believe my ears?" she cried. "But no! 
no! it is not true. It is done to try me." 

"It is perfectly true," rejoined Tradescant, un- 
moved. "A difficulty bas arisen on your fatber's 
part." 

"On his part! Ob, tben it can be easily set 
rigbt. Wbat is it? — wbat is it?" 

"He declines to fulfil bis promise, tbafs all," re- 
tumed Tradescant. "He won't give you a fortune; 
and tbat being an essential condition — an essential 
condition, I repeat — tbe engagement is at an end." 

"He can't be so cruel, Tm sure," cried Alice, 
rusbing up to ber fatber. "Say you will at once, 
papa — say you will give me tbe plum." 

But Mr. Walwortb sbook bis bead. 

"Not a sbilling," be said. "If Mr. Lorimer 
really loves you, bell take you witbout a fortune." 

Poor Alice was flying back to Tradescant, wben 
tbe Lady Mayoress majestically interposed. 

"Let me put tbe question to Mr. Walwortb," sbe 
said. "Do you decidedly refuse, sir, to give your 
daugbter tbe fortune you promised her?" 

"ünder present circumstances, I decidedly do, 
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madam. As I haye just said, if your son is sincerely 
attached to my daughter, he will not make her for- 
tune a point." 

"Allow me to set you right on that score, Mr. 
Walworth — it is the main point. I must speak 
plainly to you, I find. It was the promised fortune, 
and not the connexion, that induced me to consent. 
Do you think I would suffer my son to enter a fa- 
mily like yours, unless there was something to com- 
pensate him? If he chooses to go to St. Mary-axe 
for a wife — instead of St. James's, it is because he 
expects to get money, whereas in the other case he 
might only get rank. A man of the world would 
understand this, Mr. Walworth, and I thought you 
did understand it, sir.^^ 

"Hear me, madam," cried the old hosier. 

"No, sir, I won't hear you," rejoined the Lady 
Mayoress, with asperity. "You have acted most im- 
properly. You have come to us imder false pre- 
tences. You have taken us in, sir." 

"Your ladyship's anger is excusable," observed 
Mrs.* Walworth, "and I can make every allowance. 
But you go too far." 

" On the contrary, I restrain myself, madam," re- 
joined Lady Lorimer, haughtily. "I reproach my- 
self with having countenanced this match at all. I 
might have known what to expect in dealing with 
vulgär people." - 

"Vulgär people I" cried Mrs. Walworth. *»"You 
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have changed your tone with a vengeance, madam. 
Just now we were elegant and well bred." 

"Because — But no matter. You appear in 
your true colonrs now, madam." 

"And so do you, madam," rejoined Mrs. Wal- 
worth, plucking up a spirit. **I can discover no 
reason why you should give yourself tliese airs. A 
hosier's wife is as good as a draper's wife any day, 
and I have yet to leam that Cheapside is a more 
fashionable quarter than St. Mary-axe. 

"This is to my face!" cried the Lady Mayoress. 
"Oh! that I should live to be thus insulted! What 
an escape we have had!" 

"You don't share, I trust, in her ladyship's dis- 
pleasure?" said Mrs. Walworth, casting imploring 
looks at Lady Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris, both of 
whom regarded her distantly and haughtily. "I am 
not to blame. I can't help it. You said you liked 
me just now." 

"Things have changed," replied Lady Dawes. 

"Then I have been valued solely for my for- 
tune?" cried Alice. 

"To be sure, you silly child," rejoined Lady 
Dawes, in a supercilious tone. "What eise did you 
suppose you were valued for? — not for your wit, 
your beauty, or your birth?" 

"Your ladyship, at all events, led me to believe 
so," said Alice. 

"I never approved of the match, and am glad it 
is broken oflF," observed Mrs. Chatteris, scomfuUy. 
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"I thought it most unsuitable to Tradescant — in 
fact, a shocking m^salliance.^' 

" You told me quite the contrary just now, madam," 
Said Alice. 

"You were very simple to credit me," replied 
Mrs. Chatteris; "but I am perfectly candid now." 

"Somewhat too much so, methinks," rejoined 
Alice. "Come, papa," she added to Mr. Walworth, 
" we have been here quite long enough. I am infinitely 
obliged by your refusal to give me a fortune. It 
was tbe kindest tbing you could have done. IVe 
had a lesson I shan't easily forget." 

"Stay!" cried tbe Lord Mayor. "You are under 
a misconception, and I cannot allow you to depart 
witbout setting it rigbt. If any person bas been 
deceived in tbis matter it is Mr. Walworth. He bas 
bebaved most bandsomely tbrougbout, as I can 
testify. He came bere prepared to fulfil bis promise. 
He came bere under tbe Impression tbat be was 
about to confide bis daugbter to a man of bonour 
and solidity of cbaracter; but wben he found out bis 
mistake, and tbat it was to a rake and a gambler 
tbat bis daugbter was engaged, be very properly 
broke off tbe matcb." 

"And from whom did be leam tbis unfavourable 
cbaracter of our son, Sir Gresbam? " demanded Lady 
Lorimer. 

"From me, madam," answered tbe Lord Mayor. 
"Do you tbink I would conceal tbe truth? Do you 
think I would be a party to any deception? No 
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consideration should iiave induced me to keep silence. 
Mr. Walwortii, I repeat, has acted in a perfectly 
straightforward and honourable manner. So far from 
blaming him, I approve of bis conduct. I shonld 
have acted in the same manner myself. If Trades- 
cant is disappointed be bas onlj to tbank bimself. 
If you are disappointed, you bave no just cause to 
be so — neitber bave any other membcrs of my 
family, for you knew exactly bow tbe case stood. 
I could bave wisbed tbe matter bad not gone tbus 
far — but it is well it bas gone no fartber. I sbould 
be sorry for Alice, but tbat I tbink sbe is ratber to 
be congratulated tban pitied." 

"It is not pleasant to bave one's illusions rudely 
dispelled, however salutary it may be," Alice re- 
plied. "But I dare say I may some day be of your 
lordsbip's opinion." 

"On my soul tbe girl bas a great deal of spirit," 
mentally ejaculated Sir Felix. 

"As all tbe blame is to be tbrown on my sboul- 
ders," remarked Tradescant, wbo bad conducted bim- 
self witb great noncbalance tbrougbout, "it is lucky 
tbey are able to bear it. It doesn^t give me mucb 
concem to be called a rake and a gambler, because 
every man of fasbion is liable to be so designated, 
and witb some people it would be accounted a re- 
commendation. I am mucb obliged to your lord- 
sbip," he added to tbe Lord Mayor, "for tbe good 
obaracter you have given me, but trust tbis will be 
tbe last application of tbe kind made to you. If 
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Mr. Walworth has been wilfuUy blind to tbe ad- 
vantages of the connexion he might have formed, 
and fancies bis daugbter bas bad an escape, I leave 
him to tbe fiill enjoyment of tbat opinion. And if 
Alice doesn't grieve more tban I sball tbat tbe en- 
gagement is tenninated, I don't tbink sbe is likely 
to break ber beart. Ladies and gentlemen, I bave 
tbe bonour to wisb you all a very good moming." 
And witb a ceremonious bow to tbe Company be 
quitted tbe room. 

"Yonr cbair waits, madam," said tbe Lady 
Mayoress, significantly, to Mrs. Walwortb. 

"My cbariot is at tbe door, my dear madam," 
interposed good-natured Sir Felix. "It sball take 
you and Miss Walwortb bome, if you please." 

"You are very obliging, Sir Felix," sbe replied. 
"I accept tbe oflPer witb gratitude." 

"Permit me to conduct you to it," said tbe little 
alderman, tendering ber an arm. 

"I won't ask you to stay longer, madam," said 
the Lord Mayor, "since, after such a scene as bas 
just occurred, you must be naturally anxious to escape. 
But allow me to see you to tbe carriage, Alice, or I 
sball tbink we don't part friends." 

"Tbat is tbe last tbing I sbould desire, my lord," 
sbe replied, tfi|.king bis arm. 

Curtseying formally to tbe Lady Mayoress and 
ber daugbters, wbo bent in a stately manner in 
retum, Mrs. Walwortband Alice, escorted as we bave 
described, quitted tbe room, followed by tbe oldbosier. 
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An Inoenaed Father. 

Half an hoiir afterwar ds, Tradescant was in liis 
own room, lounging on a sofa, sipping his chocolate, 
and reading the Flying Post as composedly as if 
nothing particular had happened, when Tiplady 
suddenly entered with a countenance of dismay, ex- 
claiming, "Sir! sir! yonr father — " 

"Well, what of him?" demanded the young man, 
in a languid and indiflPerent tone. 

"I don't like his looks, sir. Hadn*t you better 
get up?" 

"Why should I disturb myself, Tip?" rejoined 
Tradescant, calmly, and without shifting his posi- 
tion. 

"Because — But here he is, sir!" cried the 
valet. 

As the words were uttered, the Lord Mayor 
entered the room, closely foUowed by Crutchet and 
Candish. Tiplady had not exaggerated in stating 
that his lordship's looks boded mischief. Unques- 
tionably they did so. After advancing a few paces, 
he stood still, sternly regarding his son, whose care- 
less attitude served to increase his displeasure. Be- 
fore "making any 'remark, he signed to Tiplady 
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to leave the room, and the valet, without pausing 
for anj more emphatic injunction, beat a retreat, 
closing the door after him. 

"New, sir, get up!" cried the Lord Major, in a 
voice of thunder. "Are you going to lie there all day?" 

"Pardon me, sir," exclaimed tlie young man, 
springing to his feet. "I was so much interested in 
this account of the fire at Picard's that I didn't notice 
your presence. A terrible fire, sir! The newspaper 
says you were at it." 

"Does the newspaper mention how the fire 
originated, sir?" demanded Sir Gresham, stemly. 
"Does it give a list of all the gamblers and sharpers 
who were there assembled? Does it describe the 
&acas which led to the conflagration? Perhaps you 
might be able to furnish some additional parti- 
culars." 

"I, sir!" exclaimed Tradescant, in confusion. 

"Yes, you, sir!" repeated his father, vehemently. 
"I have certain Information that you were one of 
the gamblers present. Look me in the face and deny 
it if you can." 

"I shall not attempt to deny it, sir," said Trades- 
cant. "I know whence you obtained your informa- 
tion," he added, glancing at Candish. 

"I am thankful at least to be spared the shame 
and disgrace of having you brought before me at 
the Mansion House Court to-day, in connexion with 
the two sharpers Gleek and Bragge." 

*'Are they in custody?" inquired Tradescant. 
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"They are, and you may rely on it they ßhan't 
go ünpunished. But what shall I say to you, sir, 
who have associated with these infamous persons, 
and who may become as bad as them if not checked 
in your scandalous career?" 

"Sit!" exclaimed bis son. 

"Don't intei*rupt me. If I do not publicly re- 
primand you, as I must have done bad you been 
unbappily brougbt before me to-day, I should be 
wanting to myself if I allowed conduct like yours 
to pass ünpunished. You have disgraced the name 
you bear. You have forfeited the character of a 
gentleman. You have tumed a deaf ear to all my 
remonstrances — you laugh at my threats and deem 
them idle — but you will find I am now in eamest. 
The day of grace is past." 

"Oh! don't say so, sir!" interposed Crutchet. 
"His errors are great, no doubt, but not unpardonable. 
Bemember he is yom* son." 

"I have no longer a son," said the Lord Mayor, 
in a terrible voice. "I cast him off for ever!" 

Tradescant looked astounded, but made no effort 
to mitigate his father's wrath. Crutchet, however, 
threw himself at the Lord Mayor's feet. "Oh, sir, 
recal those awful words!" he ejaculated. "Do not 
— do not discard him." 

At the same time Candish approached Tradescant, 
and said, in a low tone, "Down on your knees, 
young man, and implore your father's forgiveness." 

But Tradescant refdsed to move. 
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"Arise, sir," said Sir Gresham to Crutchet. 
"You plead for him in vain. I am as inflexible as 
I should be if I were simply the magistrate and not 
the justly incensed father. Hear me, sir/* he con- 
tinued, with additional eeverity, to Tradescant. 
"You will leave this house to-day, and not retum 
to it again. I won't suffer you to approach me 
more. A sufficient allowance shall be made for your 
maintenance, though not for waste. But mark me 
well, and be assured I shall not swerve from what 
I say, if you exceed this allowance, or squan^r it 
in gambling and riot, it will thenceforward entirely 
cease." 

"Again, I conjure you, ask his forgiveness," 
whispered Candish. 

But Tradescant still looked sullen and obstinate. 

"That nothing may prevent you from com- 
mencing a new and honourable career," pursued the 
Lord Mayor, "all your debts shall be paid, but I 
must have an exact Statement of them without delay. 
I know he has borrowed money from you, Crutchet. 
How much?" 

"Oh! don't heed me, sir! I don't desire to be 
repaid. I gave it freely." 

"My son ought to have blushed to borrow money 
firom you at all," rejoined Sir Gresham; "but he is 
baser than I deem him if he would condescend to 
a^cept it as a gift. Again I ask how much you 
hav^e lent him?" 

The Lord Mayor of London. IL ^ 
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*'I cannot answer the question, sir," replied 
Cratchet, shaking his head. 

"You won't," cried the Lord Mayor. "Zounds! 
sir, you are enough to drive me mad. You'll pro- 
voke me to dismiss you, if you continue thus 
obstinate." 

"Your lordship will do as you please," replied 
the old man, with a look of resignation. ^^I shall 
have little left to live for if your son goes." 

"I cannot allow Mr. Crutchet to suffer for me," 
Said Tradescant, tuming round and confronting his 
father. "Since your lordship talks of dismissing 
him, it is right you should know he has lent me all 
his savings." 

"All his savings!" exclaimed the Lord Mayor. 
"Gracious Heaven! — all his savings!" 

"Yes, all, sir — so he assured me!" 

"What matters it?" cried Crutchet, with a look 
of extreme distress. "I have no one but myself to 
provide for. I have no one to come after me." 

"I cannot State exactly how much I owe him," 
pursued Tradescant; "but it is a considerable sum — 
some thousand pounds." 

"And he has kept no count of it! he, who is 
usually so exact!" exclaimed the Lord Mayor. "Oh! 
Crutchet, I could not have believed this of you!" 
he added, in a tone of mingled sorrow and anger. 
"However, you shall be fully paid, and at once. 
And now, sir," he continued to Tradescant, "you 
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have heard my decision. Pack up your things, and 
don't let me find you here on my retum." 

"Your lordship shall be obeyed," rejoined Tra- 
descant. 

"All this trumpery shall be sent after you," pur- 
sued tbe Lord Mayor, glancing round theroom. "And 
80, farewell for ever, sir." And be tumed to depart. 

"Will you let bim go?" said Candisb, in tbe 
same low tone as before. "Speak now, or it will be 
too late." 

"Fatber — a word!" exclaimed Tradescant, fol- 
lowing bim. "You bave passed a severe sentence 
upon me — perbaps I desCTve it — and tberefore 
have no rigbt to complain; but will you give me a 
day for reflection?" 

"To wbat end?" demanded tbe Lord Mayor. "If 
I tbougbt tbere was any likelibood — But no! I 
have been too often deceived to place any faitb in 
your professions." 

"Yet do not refuse bim, sir," said Crutcbet. "K 
my long and faitbful Services give me any claim 
upon you, let me urge it now. For my sake grant 
this respite." 

"I cannot resist tbe appeal," said Sir Gresbam. 
"Tbougb I bave little bope of any good result, yet 
I will not deprive bim of tbis last cbance. You can 
remain bere tili to-morrow," be added to Tradescant. 
"Come witb me, Crutcbet. My first business sball 
be to discbarge tbis tbougbtless young man^s obliga- 
tions to you." 



84 THE LORD MAYOR OP LONDON. 

"Nay, Sir— " 

"I will take no refusal. I won't have this debt 
upon my conscience another minute. Come with me 
to my private room, and I will give you a cheque 
for five thousand poimds." 

"But that is too much, sir, by five btindred 
pounds." 

"Soh! I have elicited the truth at last. In pay- 
üig you, however, I must have your solemn promise 
not to lend him money again." 

"Speak to him. I think he relents," whispered 
Candish to Tradescant. 

"Have you not one kind word to say to me in 
parting, father?" demanded Tradescant. 

"I have Said and done enough," rejoined the 
Lord Mayor. "I have given you a day for reflec- 
tion. Let me see how you employ it." And he 
quitted the room, followed slowly by Crutchet. 

Candish, however, remained behind, though bis 
presence was unnoticed by Tradescant, who continued 
for some minutes as if stupified, with bis head upon 
bis breast. After a while the old man touched bis 
arm, and said, "Don't forget your father's last 
words. Employ the day profitably. You may yet 
retrieve yourself." 

"You think so! But how?" 

"Nay, that is for you to determine. ßeflect!" 

And he, too, quitted the room, leaving Trades- 
cant alone. 
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XI. 

Prue. 

"WoüLD to Heaven some good genius would be- 
friend me!" cried Tradescant, flinging himself on 
the couch. "Without such aid I am utterly un- 
done." 

As the words escaped him, a tap was heard at 
the door, and a voice, which he recgnised as that of 
his sister Millicent, inquired, "May we come in?" 

*'What the dence does she want? and who has 
she got with her?" thought Tradescant. "However, 
I suppose I must admit them. Yes, yes — come in!" 
he called out. 

On this the door opened, and Millicent entered 
with Prue. On seeing them, Tradescant sjprang to 
his feet, and began to apologise to his cousin for 
the State of his room, saying he was quite unpre- 
pared for such a visit, as his sisters rarely came 
near him. 

"Indeed, I can't conceive what brings Milly 
now," he said, "unless she has come to laugh at 
me. 

"Mr. Crutchet has sent us to you," replied his 
sister graveley. 

"Very eonsiderate of him," rejolued Tradftscwvt. 
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'*I suppose he thought you would help to clieer me 
in my affliction." 

"Perhaps lie might, and we will try to do so if 
you'U let US. And to begin, I don't think youVe 
any great reason to regret that this engagement with 
Alice Walworth is at an end. She wouldn't have 
suited you." 

"Very likely not — but her fortune would." 

"Ohl Tradescant, Tm sorry to hear you confess 
yourself so mercenary. Then you had no love for 
this girl?" 

"I was very much in love with her fortune. You 
look shocked, cousin," he added to Prue. "But my 
father has set me an example in candour to-day, and 
Tm bound to imitate it." 

"Lay aside this ill-timed levity, I beseech you, 
brother," said Milly. "We want to have some seri- 
ous talk with you." 

"Now's the time, then," he rejoined. "I never 
was more seriously inclined in my bom days. IVe 
lost my last chance of recruiting my exchequer. My 
father is frightfully incensed, and talks of tuming 
me out of doors. You'U scarcely wonder, then, that 
I am beginning to think of tuming over a new leaf." 

"Pm delighted to hear it," cried Prue. "Don't 
think about it, but act. Heformation is easy to talk 
about, but somewhat difficult to practise. However, 
if you are in eamest, you are sure to succeed. Shall 
I teil jrou whaX to do? Commenee by giving up 
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your present intimates, who, however high their sta- ; 
tion, are very dangerous acquaintances/^ 

"Who told you so, my little cousin? Milly I'll 
be swom. However, perhaps you are right. They 
are pleasant, but dangerous. As a reformed character, 
I must naturally shake them off — or they'll shake 
me off, which will come to the same thing. What next?" 

"Then you must entirely abandon play — shun 
Cards and dice — leave off betting." 

"I may try, cousin, but I fear the passion of 
gaming has got too firm hold of me to be subdued.^*^ 

"Make a determined effort, and you'U conquer 
it It is not like a man to be ruled by so debasing 
a passion." 

"Egad, you rouse better feelings in my breast, 
Prue. I begin to be ashamed of my weaknes». If 
I could but conquer this all-absorbing passion, the 
rest would be easy." 

"Consider what its gratification leads to," pursued 
Prue; "to shame, ruin, despair, madness. By its 
indulgence you will lose all that ought to be dear to 
you — self-respect, honour, social position. You will 
be cast off by relatives, avoided by friends, and be- 
come an object of pity and contempt to every one, 
That the picture is not overdrawn you will admit, 
for you must have seen many a ruined gamester in 
the condition I describe." 

"Very true. I have," said Tradescant 

"But in your case, as I understand, cousin, you . 
have not even had the security of playing with men 
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of honour, but have been preyed upon by knaves 
and sbarpers.'* , 

"I have been an egregious fool, no doubt, Prue," 
replied Tradescant. "But my eyes wer© opened last 
nigbt to my foUy, and I trust I sball be wiser in future." 

"Prue gives you very good advice, brother, and 
I hope you'll follow it," said Milly. 

"He acknowledges bis faults, and tberefore is in 
a fair way of amendment," rejoined Prue. 

"Well, thus mucb I will admit, Prue," said 
Tradescant. "Good advice doesn't seem so unpala- 
table from you as it does from most otber people. I 
bave listened to you as I rarely, if ever, listen to 
any one eise. My fatber's cbaplain, Dr. Dipple, 
migbt preach to me for an bour witbout producing 
any otber effect tban sending me to sleep. But I 
don't understand wbat interest you can feel in my 
reformation, Prue? My destiny must be matter of in- 
difference to you." 

"Not so," sbe rejoined, quickly. Tben cbecking 
herseif, sbe added, witb a blusb, "Notbing would 
deligbt me more tban to free you from tbe fetters 
you bave so long voluntarily wom, and help to place 
you in tbe position you are fitted to occupy." 

"Paitb, I must reform, if only to justify your 
favourable opinion. I never bad balf so mucb good 
said of me before." 

At tbis moment tbe door, wbicb bad been in- 
tentionally left ajar, and at wbicb Crutcbet and 
Candisb bad been listening, was opened by tbem. 
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xn. 

In which a Decisive Step is taken. 

"Comb in botli of you," cried Tradescant, per- 
ceiving them, "I owe 70a a thousand tbanks, £ow 
Beils, for sending my coasin Prue, to me. She haa 
uiidertaken the difficult task of my reformation." 

"I overheard what she said, sir, and heartily 
wißh lier succesa." 

"I don't think the task will be difficult> judging 
by the commencement," said Prue. "But in any case 
I sban^t be discouraged from proeeeding witb it." 

"Wbat will you gay, Crutcbet, if my fair cousin 
ahould induce me to take a place in tibe counting- 
house witb you?" 

"I sbould say she has wosrked a miracle," rejoined 
Crutcbet. "But I fear tbat's not likely." 

"She bas such powers of persuasion tbat she 
can lead me to do anytbing she wisbes," said Tra- 
descant 

"Then I will exert tbem to the utmoat," she 
rejoined, blusbing, "and urge you to take your place 
witb Mr. Crutcbet." 

"Such a Step would have tbe best effect with Sir 
Gresbam," observed Candish, "and might induce bim 
to alter bis decision." 
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"But what will my friends say?" cried Trades- 
cant. 

"Heed them not," rejoined CandisL "Their 
opinion is not worth thinking about." 

"Then my mother and sisters! — I shall never 
be able to face them. They'll deem the step such a 
degradation." 

"One sister, whom you seem to overlook, won*t 
think it so," observed Milly. "On the contrary, you 
will rise greatly in her estimation." 

"And Tom Chatterisl how shall I pacify him? 
He will disown me." 

"Better be disowned by him than discarded by 
your father," rejoined Candish. **But you needn't 
trouble yourself about Captain Ghatteris. He won't 
appear upon the scene for some time to come. Writs 
are out against him, and he has run away to avoid 
arrest. Word to this eflPect was brought to the Lord 
Mayor just as he was about to start for the Mansion 
House, and, as you will conceive, did not tend to 
improve his temper." 

"A pretty finale to Tom's career!" exclaimed 
Tradescant. 

"Only what might have been expected," groaned 
Crutchet. "I always thought it would come to this 
with him." 

"Captain Chatteris may think himself lucky if he 
doesn't get lodged in the Fleet," observed Candish. 
"His object in decamping is evidently to force the 
Lord Mayor to pay his debts; but he will find him- 
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seif mistaken. His lordship declares he^^will do 
nothing further for him." 

"He has done too mach already," said Crutchet. 

"Well, I own I can take this step with less re- 
luctance, since I shan^t be exposed to Tom's raillery," 
Said Tradescant. "Pll come down to you in an hour, 
Bow Beils." 

"Why not now, sir?" rejoined Crutchet. "You 
may change your mind in the Interim." 

"OhI pray go at onee!" said Prue, in a tone not 
to be resisted. 

Milly was about to add her entreaties, when the 
door was opened by Tiplady. 

"Sir William Stanhope and Sir Francis Dash- 
wood wait upon your honour," said the valet. 

"I can't see them, Tip," rejoined Tradescant. 
"Deny me." 

The valet bowed and retired. 

"A good beginning, cousin," cried Prue. 
"You'll do." 

"I won't allow my resolution to be shaken," he 
rejoined. 

Shortly afterwards, the door was again opened 
by Tiplady. 

"Her ladyship desires to see you, sir," said the 
valet. 

"Don*t go," whispered Candish. 

"Say Tm particularly engaged, Tip. Business 
to attend to in the counting-house." 
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'^Lord, sir! I must find some other excase. Her 
ladyship will never believe that^ 

"Do as you are bid, you impertinent puppy," 
cried Tradescant. 

The valet shragged his Shoulders, and retired. 

"You do wisely, I think, to keep out of mamma's 
way at this crisis," said Milly. 

"I won't trust myself with her tili the decisive 
Step is taken," he rejoined. "Come, Bow Beils, Tm 
ready to accpmpany you." 

"Huzza!" exclaimed Crutchet. "I never was 
better pleased in my life." 

"Zounds! another interruption!" exclaimed Tra- 
descant, as the door was once more opened by 
Tiplady. 

"The Lady Mayoress, Lady Dawes, and Mrs. 
Chatteris," said the valet. 

The three ladies followed close upon the an- 
nouncement. ' 

The Lady Mayoress looked surprised at the Com- 
pany she found in her son's room, and addressing 
the two girls, said, somewhat sharply, "What are 
you doing here, Milly? — and you, too, miss?" she 
added to Prue. "Go to your own room directly." 

But, to her astonishment and Indignation, neither 
of them stirred. 

"Don't you hear me?" she continued, still more 
imperiously. 

"Yes, mamma, but ^" 
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"Then go at once. I want to speak to Trades- 
cant" And she signed to Gandish and Crutchet to 
leave the room. 

"Stay!" exclaimed Tradescant; "I wish all to 
hear what I have got to say, and to bear it in 
memory. The last hour has wrought a great change 
in me, madam,^^ addressing bis mother; *^I am no 
longer the same person." 

"So it appears," she rejoined. "Perhaps the 
message I have just received from Tiplady about 
the counting-house was correct?" 

"It was, madam. From this time forward, I 
intend to devote myself sedulously to business, and 
shall try to tread in my father's footsteps." 

"Amazement!" exclaimed the Lady Mayoress. 
"I thought you had a spirit far above shop* 
keeping." 

"I teil you, madam, my opinions have under- 
gone a complete change. I see through the follies 
I have committed, and am determined to reform.'^ 

"Bravo!" exclaimed Crutchet, unable to repress 
bis delight, notwithstanding the awe in which he 
stood of the Lady Mayoress. "Here'U be rare news 
for Sir Gresham!" 

"And by whom has this wondrous conversion 
been effected?" demanded Lady Lorimer. "By Mr. 
Crutchet?" 

"No, madam," he replied. "I can't claim the 
merit of it I wish I could." 
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"It is due to my cousin Prue," said Tradescant, 
taking her band. "She awakened these better 
feelings in my breast, and if I become an improved 
character, it will be mainly owing to her." 

"I rejoice to bave been instrumental in such a 
good werk in any way," said Prue, "but I tbink 
Milly's sbare in it was as great as mine." 

"Very pretty, indeed!" exclaimed the Lady 
Mayoress, contemptuously. "And can you be such 
a simpleton, Tradescant, as to allow yourself to be 
guided by a couple of nonsensical girls? What do 
they know of the world, or of the world's opinion? 
If you want advice, why don't you seek it from 
those able to afford it? — from me — from your 
sisters, Lady Dawes and Lady Chatteris — not from 
inexperienced chits like these." 

"If Tradescant takes this step he'U repent it/' 
said Lady Dawes. "Hell forfeit bis position in 
Society." 

"Qh! if my poor Tom were here, he'd soon laugh 
him out of such foUy," eried Mrs. Chatteris. 

"No one will laugh me out of it," said Trades- 
cant, firmly. "My mind is made up. And as it 
will be useless to prolong this discussion, mother, I 
must beg you to excuse me. Mr. Crutchet, we will 
go down to the counting-house together." 

"Pm ready, sir," he replied, rubbing bis hands 
with satisfaction. "I never received any order I 
was better pleased to obey — never." 
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"Oh, Tradescant! — oh, my dear son — you 
can't mean this!" cried the Lady Mayoress, falling 
on his neck. 

"Be firm, sir," cried Candish. 

"Who was it spoke?" cried Lady Lorimer. 
"Why, this is " 

"Mr. Candish, at your ladyship's Service," he 
replied, bowing. 

"Oh! it^s that dreadfal man!" almost shrieked 
the Lady Mayoress. "I see it now. He's at the 
bottom of it all. Mischief was sure to happen to a 
family when such a wretch was admitted into it" 

"You ought to thank him, mother," said Trades- 
cant, coldly. "He has helped to save me from ruin. 
AUow me to pass." 

"Oh! I shan't hinder you!" exclaimed the Lady 
Mayoress, bitterly. "But you'll never be the same 
to me, after taking this ill-considered — this de- 
grading Step." 

"Nor to me," said Lady Dawes. 

"Nor to me," added Mrs. Chatteris. "Oh, that 
my poor Tom were here!" 

With a kindly glance at Prue and Milly, Trades- 
c^t then passed out, foUowed by Candish and 
Crutchet, the latter still continuing to rub his hands 
gleefully. 
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xin. 

A Cartel. 

The book-keepers looked iip in amazement when 
Crutchet informed them, as he and Tradescant 
entered the counting-house, that lienceforward Mr. 
Lorimer would undertake tlie management of the 
business in person, and still greater astonishment 
was manifested by the shopmen and apprentices. In- 
deed, the announcement would have been received 
with absolute incredulity by the latter, had not Tra- 
descant confirmed it by remaining for some time in 
the shop with Crutchet. On proceeding to an inner 
room attached to the counting-house reserved for the 
heads of the establishment, Tradescant found Herbert 
seated at a table with a bündle of letters before him, 
which he was docketing and tying up, and, going 
up to him, Said, in a frank and conciiiatory tone. 

"I heg that all differences may be at an end 
between us, cousin. I am heartily ashamed of 
my conduct towards you, and entreat your fo^- 
giveness." 

"You cannot speak more handsomely, cousin," 
replied Herbert, warmly grasping the band held 
out to him. "Be assured I shall think no more 
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of the past, and trust we may be good friends in 
future." 

"I have no doubt of it," replied Tradescant. 
"You have set me an example, wliicb I am deter- 
mined to follow. Henceforth I mean to devote my- 
self energetically to business." 

"I rejoice to hear you express such sentiments, 
Cousin," Said Herbert, "though I confess I did not 
expect them. But how has this beneficial change 
' been wrought?" 

"Chiefly by your sister Prue," replied Trades- 
cant. "If I become an exemplary character like 
my father — as I hope I may be — it will be 
C^ owing to her." 

"Yes, Mr. Herbert," cried Crutchet, who had 

foUowed his young master into the room, "your 

^ sister's a very wonderful young lady. She has 

^ accomplished more in a few minutes than I could do 

J; in years. It wasn't what she said exactly, but the 

way in which she said it, that did the business. Mr. 

Lorimer listened to her as he never would listen to 

me or to any one eise." 

"Very true, Crutchet," replied Tradescant. "She 
Struck the right chord, and the response was im- 
mediate." 

"An infallible proof of her judgment and skill," 
Said Crutchet. "Such is the influence a good wife 
always exercises over her husband. But no such 
influence, I suspect, wouldJba^a:.-bfi!^.4lfetained by 

ne Lord Mayor of Londony<f^O<'^ ^'^^ ^^^^^^ 
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Miss Walworth had your proposed union with her 
taken place." 

"Is the match broken off, then?" inquired 
Herbert. 

"Fortunately for both parties, it is so," replied 
Tradescant. "There was little love on eitber side. 
It must be reckoned among my follies that I should 
have made such a rasb engagement, and I must 
own that you were very badly treated, Herbert, . 
both by the young lady and myself. However, , 
the field is now open to you again if you choose to ■*, 
enter it." % 

"That is scarcely likely," observed Herbert. "If ^ 
I feit any liking for the girl it has been effectually .* i 
cured. She is a coquette, and I have no desire to 
be jilted a second time." 

"Well,'8ir," Said Crutchet to Tradescant, "if r 
you ever contemplate matrimony again — and I '* 
think it would be a wise thing — you needn't search J, 
far for a wife to suit you." ^ 

"Say you so, Crutchet! Where is she to be 
found?" 

Ere an answer could be given the door was 
opened, and Sir Felix Bland and Mr. Thomas Potter 
entered the room. Both these gentlemen looked 
surprised to find Tradescant there. However, they 
made no remark; but after the ordinary salutations 
had passed, Sir Felix said: 

"Our business is with you, Mr. Herbert Lorimer, 
and I wish it were of a more agreeable nature. Mr. 
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Potter has waited upon me on the part of his friend 
Mr. Wilkes to demand an apology for the affront 
you put upon him in the City Mall yesterday, or — 
you understand — satisfaction." 

"Let me add, sir," said Tom Potter, "that Mr. 
Wilkes considers he is conferring a favour in 
according you a meeting, as he does not consider 
your social position entitles you to cross swords with 
a gentleman. However, he is willing to waive that 
point. This is my message, sir, and you must ex- 
cuse me for delivering it plainly." 

"Mr. Wilkes does me infinite honour, sir," said 
Herbert, "and as I have no intention of oflPering 
the slightest apology, I shall be compelled to put 
him to the disagreeable necessity of affording me a 
meeting." 

"Very good, sir," replied Potter. "Nothing, 
then, remains but to fix the time and place." 

"Since the duel appears inevitable, Mr. Potter," 
observed Sir Felix, "all arrangements had better be 
made without delay." 

"By all means, Sir Felix. The weapons to be 
swords ; that I presume is understood. The hour — 
eight o'clock to-morrow moming, if that will suit 
you. The place we propose is White Conduit 
House, Islington. Mr. Wilkes and myself frequent 
the house ; and arrangements shall be made with Mr. 
Tilbury, the obliging host, for the use of the bowling- 
green on the occasion." 

"The hour and the place will suit us perfectly.^ 



w> 
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and we are agreed as to the weapons, eh?" said 
the little alderman, appealing to his principal, who 
nodded. 

"At eiglit to-morrow moming, then, we sliall 
expect you. I have the honour to wish you good 
day, gentlemen." 

And he was departing, when Tradescant called 
out, "A Word with you before you go, Tom. Do 
me the favour to mention to our friends that you 
found me here." 

"Certainly, if you desire it, Lorimer. But I 
don^t See that the circumstance will interest them 
particularly." 

"It may divert them to leam that I have taken 
to business habits." 

"Aha! *a good joke! And pray when did this 
business fit seize you?" 

"About an hour ago. But it^s not a passing 
whim, as you seem to imagine, but a fixed resolution." 

"Whim or not," exclaimed Potter, "I'U bet you 
five hundred to five it don't last two days." 

Tradescant was about to cry "Done!" but a 
look from Crutchet checked him. 

"Having forswom betting and gaming, Tom," 
he Said, "I can't take you, but I should most 
assuredly win." 

"I wish anybody eise would tat© the odds," 
said Potter. "What say you, old gentleman?" he 
added, glancing at Crutchet. 

"I never bet, sir," replied that personage. "It's 



THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 101 

against my principles. But I'd stake my reputation 
on Mr. Lorimer's firmness." 

"You'U find me here every day, Tom, unless 
I'm on 'Change, or at Lloyd's," said Tradescant. 

"And ready to serve a customer, no doubt! 
^ell, when I want some cloth TU come to you. I 
see- through your game. You want to re-establisli 
yonrself in your father's good graces. Very prudent. 
If you hold out for a week, you'll deserve to be 
canonised." 

"I mean to go on as I have begun," said Tra- 
descant. 

"Reserve these fine Speeches for the Lord Mayor," 
rejoined Tom Pott er, with an incredulous laugh. 
"They won't pass with me. In another week I shall 
expect to see you again at the Dilettanti Club, 
the Jockey Club, the cock-pit, the Groom-Porters', 
Ranelagh, and all your old haunts.'' 

"No you won't. Hark ye, Tom, I mean to seil 
Regulus. Will you buy him? You shall have him 
cheap." 

"m think about it. You play your part un- 
oommonly well, I confess, but you can*t impose on 
me — ha! ha! To-morrow, at eight, with you, 
gentlemen, at White Conduit House — this day 
week with you, Lorimer, at the Dilettanti." And 
bowing to the Company, he withdrew. 

"Fm sorry your quarrel with Mr. Wilkes could 
not be adjusted," said Sir Felix to Herbert, as the 
door closed on Tom Potter-, "but a« ^oxsi ^qv33A 
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make no apology, I was obliged to let the affair 
take its course." 

"I hope you understand small-sword exercise 
tolerably well, Herbert," observed Tradescant, "for 
you'll have to do with a shrewd antagonist in Mr. 
Wilkes. He is a master of fence." 

"Thafs more tban I am," rejoined Herbert, 
smiling. "However, Tm not afraid of him." 

"111 give you a lesson by-and-by, and teach you 
a feint or two that may be useful. I only wish I 
could take your place. With all bis proficiency, 
Wilkes is no match for me. We frequently practise 
at Angelo's fencing academy in the Haymarket, and 
I generally have the best of it." 

"But you mustn't fight a duel now, sir," eried 
Crutchet, anxiously. 

"Have no fear, Bow Beils. Be the conse- 
quences what they may, I must be present at this 
encounter." 

"Then I must go too," said Crutchet. 

"What! you can't trust me out of your sight, 
eh?" Said Tradescant, laughing. "I'U bring Herbert 
to your house in Aldersgate-street at half-past seven 
to-morrow moming, S}r Felix." 

"Just what I was about to propose," rejoined the 
little alderman. "We must be punctual as the clock 
at the bowling-green — a charming place of rendez- 
vous, by-the-by. Any further commands for me, 
Mr. Herbert?" 

"None whatever, Sir Felix. Indeed, I feel I 
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have already trespassed too mach on your good 
nature." 

"Don't say a word about it, mj dear friend« 
Enchanted to serve you. I trust to bring you 
through this a£Fair creditably. As you neither drink 
nor play, your bead is sure to be clear and your 
hand steady. Still, an hour's practice witb Trades- 
cant will do you no barm. Tbat's all IVe got to 
say. Adieu, gentlemen!^' And bowing around, be 
took bis departure. 



( 
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XIV. 

Which exhibits the real state of the Lord Mayor'a feelings towards 
hiB Son. 

On the evening of the same day, on the retum 
of the Lord Mayor from the Mansion House, Crutchet 
who was all impatience to communicate the joyful 
intelligence of Tradescant's reformation to his lord- 
ship, did not wait for any summons, but immediately 
went up-stairs, and found Sir Gresham in his cabi- 
net, closeted with Candish. 

"Oh, sir!" exclaimed the worthy fellow, as he 
entered the room, "IVe news for you that will 
gladden your heart. A wonderful change has been 
accomplished in a few hours. Yöur son has beeome 
a man of basiness. He has been in the counting- 
house all day with me — indeed, he is there now — 
hard at work, sir — hard at work. 'Tis astonishing 
the capacity he displays. You'U be quite surprised 
when you come to talk to him. If it wouldn't be 
troubling you too much, come down now and see 
him, pray?" 

"Not now, Crutchet," replied Sir Gresham. "I 
am glad to hear what you say of him, and trust this 
beneficial change may last. But it is a little too 
early yet to judge. And I have had so many dis- 
appointments, that I dare not indulge hopes which 
may never be realised." 
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"But this is Performance, not promise, sir," cried 
Crutchet. "You know how averse Mr. Tradescant 
has always been to business — especially to our 
business. You know the efforts I have made to con- 
quer bis objections, and bow unavailing tbey bave 
been. Well, sir, in order to convince you tbat he 
is in eamest in bis design to reform, be bas got over 
all bis prejudices, and set resolutely and manfuUy 
to work. You must applaud bis determination, I am 
Bure, sir." 

"I do applaud it, Crutcbet," replied tbe Lord 
Mayor, "only I am not quite so sanguine as you are. 
If be perseveres in bis present course, he may win 
l)ack the good opinion be has forfeited. But sudden 
changes are seldom lasting, and a few days at least 
must elapse before I shall be able to judge as to bis 
stability of purpose. Meantime, as be has shown 
an unmistakable disposition to amend, be deserves 
to be encouraged, and I will therefore readily grant 
bim a further period of probation — say a week. 
Tbat is all I can do now." 

"I must be content, I suppose," sighed Crutchet; 
"but I will answer for him with my life." 

And with a somewbat disappointed look he quitted 
the room. 

"It pains me to treat the kind-hearted fellow 
thus," observed Sir Gresham, "but unless firmness 
is manifested, no permanent effect will be pro- 
duced." 

"My belief is your son is cured, my lord," re- 
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joined Candish; "but in order to remove all doubts 
from your mind, I will put bis finnness to tbe proof, 
and you sball see how be Stands it." 

"Do so," replied tbe Lord Mayor. "Yet don't 
try bim too severely. I long to forgive bim. But 
prudence counsels me to forbear. Tbe Impression 
must be deepened, or it will be as quickly eflPaced 
as made. Wbat surprises me most is tbe suddenness 
of tbe eure — if eure it be. I cannot conceive bow 
it bas been effected." 

"I will teil you bow it bas been accomplisbed, 
my lord. Your strong manifestation of displeasure 
prepared tbe way, but tbe cbange was wrougbt by 
your niece. Tbis your son bimself frankly admitted." 

"Tben be is under great obligations to ber. Tbe 
more I see of Prue tbe better I like ber, and wbat 
you now teil me raises ber still bigber in my esti- 
mation. Ab! if Tradescant would but cboose a good- 
bearted, sensible girl like tbis for a wife, I sbould 
bave some eonfidence in bis future bappiness and 
respectability." 

"Sucb an event is not altogetber improbable," 
Said Candisb. "Is your lordsbip aware tbat ber 
brotber Herbert bas got an affair of bonour on bis 
bands witb Mr. Wilkes?" 

"No; IVe beard notbing of it." 

"I don't know bow tbe aflFair originated, but Mr. 
Crutcbet teils me it is to be settled at eigbt o'clock 
to-morrow moming, on tbe bowling-green at Wbite 
Conduit House, Islington. I tbougbt it my duty to 
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inform your lordship of the matter, that you may 
take any steps you deem proper." 

"The bowling-green at White Conduit Housel 
An odd place to fix upon for a hostile meeting! Ahl 
I now recoUect hearing that a set of young repro- 
bates, Styling themselves the 'Capuchins,' and wear- 
ing the habits of Franciscan friars, meet once a 
^eek at White Conduit House to carouse. Wilkes 
is chairman of the club. He and his crew may in- 
tend some practical joke. Herbert mustn't be made 
their sport." 

"Shall I go there, my lord, and look after 
Herbert?" 

"Perhaps I may go myself — but secretly — for 
I shan't interfere, save in case of necessity. You 
shall go with me, and I will take sufficient force to 
prevent any disturbance. I know Tilbury, the land- 
lord of White Conduit House, and a very obliging 
fellow he is. I'll give him a hint of my intentions." 
"Better not, my lord. He may blab, and spoil 
all. Don't take him into your confidence tili the 
last moment." 

"Ay, ay, we must have the laugh against the 
Capuchins. But who acts as Herbert's second?" 
"Sir Felix Bland, my lord." 
"Sir Felix Bland! Gadzooks! you surprise mel 
— the most pacific persoh of my acquaintance, and 
the last I should expect to be engaged in a duel at 
all. An amicable arrangement of the affair would 
have been more in his way." 
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"He tried to arrange it, but jovr nephew is a 
lad of great spirit, and baving, I suppose, received 
some afiront from Mr. Wilkes which he could not 
brook, refused to apologise." 

"I like Lim the better for it. I wouldn't bave 
a nephew of mine sbow the white feather. But I 
wish Tradescant had been his second." 

"That remark emboldens me to mention, my 
lord, that your son will be on the ground, though, 
of course, merely as a looker-on." 

"I'm glad to hear it. I will be there too — but 
shall keep in the background. We must start early, 
in Order to get there before them. I'll give you ftdl 
instructions anon." 

"I am at your lordship's Orders." 
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XV. 

Master and Yalet. 

When the business of the day was over — and 
üot before — Tradescant took Herbert to bis own 
^oom, in order to give bim tbe promised lesson in 
^encing. 

Producing a couple of foils, Tradescant bade bim 

stand on guard, and as Herbert complied, bis air 

«uid deportment satisfied the otber tbat be would 

;prove no contemptible antagonist. Tbe result of an 

iour's practice confirmed tbe good opinion wbicb 

Tradescant bad formed of bis cousin's address. As 

may be expected, bowever, Herbert bad some faults. 

Possessing in an eminent degree tbe essentials of tbe 

art — quickness of sigbt, agility of wrist, great 

flexibility of frame, firmness and swiftness in deliver- 

ing a tbrust, rapidity in parrying and retuming, and, 

above all, remarkable coolness — be was unacquainted 

witb many of tbe subtleties at tbat time practised 

by tbe most skilftil swordsmen, and it was to supply 

bis deficiency in tbis respect tbat Tradescant cbiefly 

addressed bimself. Herbert proved an apt scbolar, 

and quickly comprebended tbe Instructions given 

bim. 

Tbe lesson ended/ Tradescant pointed to bis col- 
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lection of swords, and begged Herbert to examine 
tbem, and select a weapon that suited him. 

"You'U find them of all sizes," he said; "but 
tbougli you are a tall fellow, I advise you not to 
choose too long a sword, as if your adversary should 
get the feeble of your blade, you might find it diffi- 
cult to disengage your point, and so give him the 
advantage. Here's a French sword and a capital 
one it is. You shall judge of its temper," he added, 
bending it almost double against the floor, and then. 
allowing it to spring forcibly backwards. "Take it. 
You won't find a better." 

"A beautiful blade indeed!" exclaimed Herbert, 
as he took the weapon, "and, though very light in. 
band, not likely to break." 

"Break! — not it!" rejoined Tradescant, with a 
smile. "FoUow my Instructions, and I'U engage yoa 
shall pink your adversary with it." 

Soon after this the cousins s^parated for the 
night. 

For the first time since Tiplady had been in his 
Service, Tradescant remained at home during the 
whole evening, occupying himself and his astounded 
valet in putting his room in order. All the portraits 
of figurantes and prize-fighters, with the pictures of 
race-horses and cock-fights, bedecking the walls, 
were taken down; while the dominos and masks, 
with sundry other articles which did not accord with 
his present tastes, were transferred to Tiplady. 
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**Take them away," he said; "sellthem, or do what 

you will with them. I shall never wear them more." 

"Is your honour serious?" inquired the perplexed 

valet. "Do you mean to say you have done with 

laiasquerades, ridottos, and festinos?" 

"Entirely, Tip," rejoined Tradescant. "ßane- 
lagh will never behold me more, nor Vauxhall. 
INever again shall I mingle as heretofore among the 
xdle votaries of pleasure. I have awakened to a 
sense of my foUies. Henceforth, my air and deport- 
xnent will be changed, and I shall assume a sober 
and sedate manner, conformable to the character I 
mean to profess." 

"Sorry to hear it, sir, for I think your present 
manner is far preferable to the one you propose to 
adopt." 

"My dress also will correspond with my changed 
deportment. I shall put on plainer attire. You are 
welcome to all my riebest suits, Tip — my gold- 
laced coats and flowered waistcoats, myMechlin frills 
and raffles and cobweb silk stockings." 

"Now I come to think upon it, perhaps your 
honour did dress a little too showily. A sober style 
might be better — especially if you mean to occupy 
yourself with mercantile pursuits. Mr. Crutchet should 
be your model, sir." 

"You are laughing at me, rascal, I perceive. 
Have a care, or I shall withdraw my gift. Teil Le 
Gros I shan't wear a dishevelled peruke in future, 
but a piain bob." 
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"Hadn't you better try a 'prentice's buckle, sir? 
It is simple, but becoming." 

"A truce to your jeers. Do as I bid you. And 
mind this — I shall expect you to copy me, to lay 
aside your frivolous and coxcombical manner, to 
wear a grave countenance, and assume a quiet and 
respectful deportment." 

"Excuse me, sir, I can't play the hypocrite. I 
haven't a father to cajole." 

"Zooks! rascal, do you suspect me of hypocrisy? 
Mind what I say. Henceforth, no airs — no non- 
sense — no fopperyl" 

"And is tbis expected?" 

"Absolutely." 

"I'm afraid, sir, tbe place won't suit me." 

"Tben provide yourself with another. But as 
long as you remain, be pleased to obey my Orders." 

Tradescant completed tbe measure of Tiplady's 
astonisbment by retiring to rest early, and directing 
tbe yalet to call bim at six oVlock in tbe moming. 

"Bloss us! bow master is cbanged to be sure!" 
mentally ejaculated Tiplady, as be quitted tbe room. 
"He's acquiring sbockingly bad babits. I sball be 
obliged to discbarge bim, in self-defence." 
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XVI. 

"White Condolt House. 

When Herbert, fully equipped for the fight, and 
'wrapped in a long cloak, entered bis consin's room, 
« little before seven o'clock next moming, he found 
tbat Tradescant had fully completed bis toilette, 
and was in tbe act of putting on a roquelaure, aided 
by Tiplady. 

"How do you find yourself?" cried Tradescant. 
"Nerves steady, eb?" 

"Perfectly so," replied tbe otber, in a cbeerfnl 
tone. 

"Tbat's rigbt! Tben we'll set out at once. A 
coacb is waiting for us in Queen-street. Carry these 
two swords, Tip, and come witb us." 

On tbis tbe trio descended tbe staircase as noise- 
lessly as tbey could, and were let out by tbe ball- 
porter, wbo laugbed to bimself at wbat was goilig 
on, baving let out tbe Lord Mayor and Candish 
some quarter of an bour previously. 

Beneatb tbe porcb outside tbey found tbe faitb- 
ful Crutcbet, protected from tbe cold foggy air by 
cloak and woollen comforter. Hard by was a 
backney-coacb, and, witbout making any remarks, 
all tbe party entered it witb ttö ex.c^^\Äßi\i ^i 
The Lord Mayor of London* IL ^ 
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Tiplady, who, mounting the box, directed the coach- 
man to drive to Aldersgate-street. 

The moming was duU and foggy — such as might 
be expected to usher in a regulär November day. 
The miserable lamps with which Cheapside was at 
that time provided were still burning, but their feeble 
glimmer scarcely served to pierce through the murky 
atmosphere. A few link-boys were seen wandering 
about with lighted flambeaux, and a couple of these 
offered their Services to the gentlemen in the coach, 
and were engaged by them. Here and there a shop 
was opened, but, generally speaking, doors and 
Windows were closed, and the inmates of the houses, 
it is to be presumed, still a-bed. The few people in 
the Street looked like ghosts, and carts and other 
vehicles moved slowly and cautiously along. 

Not without more than one stoppage did the 
coachman find his way to Aldersgate-street, and, 
guided by Tiplady, puUed up at Sir Felix Blandes 
door. Little could be discemed of the alderman's 
dwelling, and indeed there was nothing worth notice 
about it, except that it was a good substantial 
structure, the lower part being used as a saddler's 
shop, with a great gilt horse for a sign. The little 
alderman's chariot, however, was in waiting, and the 
instant the bell was rang Sir Felix answered the 
summons in person. He insisted upon Herbert riding 
with him, and the young man feit bound to comply. 
In this way the two vehicles proceeded slowly towards 
the place of rendezvous. 
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White Conduit House, whitlier cur friends were 
bound, not on pleasure, but with hostile intent, on 
this foggy November morning, was situated in the 
neighbourhood of the pleasant and salubrious suburb 
of Islington, and much resorted to by the Citizens 
of the last Century. It may be described as a 
second-rate Vauxhall, since it possessed some of the 
features of the well-known place of entertainment on 
the Surrey side of the river — now, we regret to 
say, numbered with the past. But though the f^tes 
of White Conduit House could not be compared in 
point of splendour with those of the more fashionable 
establishment — though its lamps were less numerous, 
its fireworks less brilliant, and its musicians inferior 
to those of Vauxhall — though few of the beau- 
monde patronised the gardens, still they were tolerably 
attractive, and had the recommendation of fumishing 
far better eatables and drinkables, at a much less 
cost, than the more ostentatious place of amusement. 
Really good punch, a slice of ham somewhat thicker 
than a wafer, and a fowl that could be carved, and 
eaten when carved, might be obtained at White 
Conduit House at a moderate price; and if there 
were not as many fine folks there as might be seen 
at Vauxhall, that didn't matter to the Citizens, who 
liked to smoke their pipes and quaff their punch 
comfortably, while their wives and daughters found 
plenty of amusement in listening to the strains from 
the orchestra, watching the fireworks, dancing, or 
exploring the shady walks with their gallants. In 

8* 
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a Word, White Conduit House was a huge suburban 
tavem, with extensive gardens attached to it. Like 
Vauxhall, it was in existence only a few years ago, 
though greatly on the decline, and was removed to 
make way for the street now occupying its site. 
Besides the house itself, at the period in question, 
there were two omamental buildings, containing a 
handsome ball-room and refreshment-rooms, and in 
the midst of the gardens, which, as we have said, 
were prettily enough disposed with walks, shady 
groves, alcoves, pavilions, and orchestras, was a round 
fish-pond of considerable size, encircled by a high 
quiekset hedge, in which were inserted boxes for the 
accommodation of the Company — these boxes being 
adomed with paintings copied from the Dutch and 
-Flemish masters. Of course, the fish-pond would 
have been incomplete without a boat or two, and 
these were not wanting. A large punt, provided 
with seats, rods, and fishing-tackle, was moored in 
the centre of the water. In another part of the 
garden was a spacious and well-kept bowling-green, 
with boxes at either end, and this bowling-green and 
the fish-pond constituted with many the chief attrac- 
tions of the place. No ridottos al fresco, no festinos 
or masked balls, were given there as at Kanelagh or 
Vauxhall, but on special occasions there were fötes, 
with fireworks, rope-dancing, and other amuse- 
ments, highly satisfactory to the pleasure-loving 
Citizens. 

Bat tbe aeäson was over^ and the gardens, which 
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liad been thronged during the warm weath^^ were 
now deserted. The tavem, howerer, being noted 
for the exceüence <^ its oookeiy and wines, stOl at- 
tracted manj customers, and amongst others Wilkes 
and his friends, who, as the reader is alreadj aware, 
held <Hie of their clabs thoe. 

This club — the "Capudims" — had some 
pecnliarities, which cannot Tery well be explamed 
withont describing its origin. Thns, then, it arose. 
Amongst Wilkes's possessions in Bncks weare the 
remains of a once noble, and stOl remarkably 
pictnresqne monastic establishment, called Medmen- 
ham Abbej, delightfollj sitnated on the banks of 
the Thames b^ween Henley and Mariow. Xo mors 
charming retreat for one sated with pleasnre and 
desirons of soUtnde coald be found; and thitho' in 
sammer, when town beeame insapp<»table, and the 
conntry was in perfecdon, Wükes repaired. Bnt it 
was not for temporary seclosion from societj that 
the witty Sybarite sooght the cells and doisters of 
Medmenham; it was not for meditation, or study, or 
to bnry himself in the snrroonding grores; it was 
not for boating or fishing that he came there, bat, 
we regret to say, for anrestrained indolgence in liot 
and excess. As may be sapposed, he did not go 
there alone, bat took with him persons of congenial 
taste, whose habits were as abandoned as his own, 
and scandaloasly were the yenerable walls desecrated 
by the licentioas crew. Comas and his rabble root 
were not worse than Wilkes and his leprobate asso- 
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ciates. In order to give piquancy to their orgies, 
thej styled themselves Monks of Saint Francis, and 
assumed the garb of the brethren of that order. But 
devotional exercises, it will easily be conceived, 
formed no part of their practice. Their hymns were 
in praise of heathen deities, their worship at unholy 
shrines. Over the entrance of the hall wherein their 
revelries were held was inscribed the ßabelaisian 
motte, Fays ce que voüdras — and they acted up 
to it, giving free scope to their inclinations. 

Of this Society Wilkes was president, or, as he 
was styled by the brotherhood, Father Abbot. 

Later in the year, when Medmenham Abbey 
lost its attractions, the Capuchins held occasional 
meetings in town, and had lately chosen White 
Conduit House for that purpose, being influenced in 
their choice by the good wines and good cookery 
to be had there, as well as by the complaisance of 
the host, Mr. Tilbury, who made no objections to 
their proceedings. To speak truth, the Capuchins 
did not suit every house, and more than one tavern- 
keeper had decHned the honour of their custom. 
However, as they paid well, and it was the duU 
season, and he had plenty of rooms to spare, Mr. 
Tilbury not only consented to receive them, but gave 
them the best his kitchen and cellars could produce. 
Magnificent was the claret he set before them, and 
many a dozen of it was consumed by the jovial 
Capuchins, who sometimes prolonged their revels 
throughont the night. 
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From this it will be easily understood why 
Wilkes appointed White Conduit House as a place 
of rendezvous with Herbert. As tbe Capuchins 
supped there ovemight, he could settle the afiair 
without inconvenience. A duel would be an agreeable 
finish to the entertainment. He had merely to step 
on to the bowling-green to meet his man, and retum 
to breakfast — victor, of course — and talk over 
the encounter with his friends. This was what he 
meant to do, but a little Variation was made in the 
plan, as will more fully appear hereafter. 

All the Capuchins — the club was limited to a 
dozen — were not assembled on the occasion; but 
the party consisted of Lord Sandwich, Sir William 
Stanhope, Sir Francis Dashwood, and of course 
Tom Potter and Wilkes. In accordance with the 
rules of the society they all wore the grey gowns 
proper to the religious order whose name they had 
borrowed, with cowls for the head and cords for the 
waist. Wilkes's attire as abbot differed so far only 
from the others in that his gown was made of some- 
what richer material, while he wore an omamental 
girdle round his waist. Over the chimney-piece was 
suspended the motte of the fratemity. A joUy night 
they had of it, surfeiting themselves with claret, and 
continuing their libations until they all feil asleep 
in their chairs. 

And now to retum to the opposite party. The 
fog was as dense as ever when the two conveyances 
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reached White Conduit House, and it seemed ßcarcely 
possible that a duel could take place on a moming 
so unpropitious. 

"If you fight at all, it must be by torchlight," 
observed Sir Felix. "It appears to get darker eadli 
moment. I can scarcely make out whether this is 
White Conduit House or not." 

"All right, sir," cried a voice from some invisible 
person. "All right." 

"Is that you, Mr. Tilbury?" inquired the little 
alderman, as a stout personage presented himself be- 
fore the chariot. 

"Yes, yes, 'tis I, Sir Felix," replied the host. 
"Will it please you to alight? Mr. Wilkes and his 
friends expect you." 

"Oh, they're here, are they?" cried the little 
alderman, rather surprised. "I was a£raid this bad 
moming might have kept them away." 

"So it might," rejoined Tilbury, with a laugh; 
"but they took the precaution of coming over-night. 
They supped here, Sir Felix. You're not a monk, 
I suppose, sir?" 

"A monk! What d'ye mean, Mr. Tilbury? No, 
sir, I'm a member of the Established Church. A 
Strange questioni" 

"You'll not think it so stränge when you go into 
the house, Sir Felix, and see the gentlemen in their 
gowns." 

"Night-gowns or moming-gowns, Mr. Tilbury?" 
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"Their gowns serve both purposes, Sir Felix," 
laughed the host. "Pray come in, gentlemen. TU 
Show 70U the way." 

By this time the whole party had alighted, and 
now followed the landlord into the house. 

Calling for a pair of lighted candles, which were 
quickly brought him, Tilbury preceded them down 
a passage, and at last threw open the door of a large 
room, on entering which an extraordinary scene was 
presented to their gaze. 
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XVII. 

The "Capuchins." 

Round a table covered with wine-glasses and 
long-necked flasks, and on which candles were still 
alight, though well-nigh bumt down to the socket, 
sat ßye friars — for such they seemed — fast asleep. 
Being without their wigs, the close-sliaven heads of 
the mock Franciscans materially aided their re- 
semblance to the cbaracters assumed. 

"Who are tbese?" inquired Sir Felix, in a low 
voice. 

"Don't you know, sir?" rejoined Tilbury. 
"These are Mr. Wilkes and his friends." 

"The deuce they are!" exclaimed the little 
alderman. "Bless my life! I could never have be- 
lieved it." 

"Stay a moment, Tilbury," said Tradescant, as 
the landlord was about to arouse the sleepers. 
"We'U have a jest with them. Give one of those 
swords to Mr. Crutchet, Tip, and draw the other 
yourself. That's well. Now each of you follow my 
example." And drawing his sword, he held it in a 
menacing attitude over Wilkes's head. 

Willing to humour the jest, Herbert stood with 
his drawn sword over Tom Potter, while Sir Felix 
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assumed a similar position beside Lord Sandwich, 
and Crutchet and Tiplady presented their weapons 
at Dashwood and Stanhope. 

No sooner was this done than Tilbury called out 
in a stentorian voice, "Wake up, gentlemen!" in- 
stantly rousing the sleepers, who were greatly startled 
by finding themselves thus menaced. 

"Here, take my purse and spare my life!" cried 
Wilkes, fancying himself assailed by highwaymen. 

"Ha! ha! don't you know me?" exclaimed Tra- 
descant, lowering his sword, and indulging in a 
hearty fit of laughter, in which the rest of the Com- 
pany joined. 

"Death and fiends! is it you, Lorimer?" cried 
Wilkes, starting to his feet with a furious expres- 
sion of countenance. And he was proceeding in an 
angry strain, but finding his rage only increased 
the general merriment, he changed his tone, and 
inquired, "What brings you here at this unearthly 
hour?" 

"Unearthly hour!" rejoined Tradescant, laugh- 
ing. "Why, it's eight o'clock, the hour you your- 
self appointed for a meeting with my cousin 
Herbert." 

"The deuce it is!" exclaimed Wilkes. "I must 
have overslept myself sadly. I fancied it was the 
middle of the night. It's Tilbury's fault — he 
ought to have roused me at seven o'clock. Is your 
cousin here?" 
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"Yea, there he is," replied Tradescant, pointing 
to Herbert. 

"Pray make my excuses to him for my want 
of punctuality," pursued Wilkes. "It has been 
entirely unintentional on my part. Our club — the 
Capuchins — met here last night, and we drank 
rather too much claret." 

'*That will account for your sleeping so 
soundly," observed Tradescant. "And now, what's 
to be done?" 

"Done! why, in the first place, we'll adjoum to 
the bowling>green and settle this little affair, and 
then retum to breakfast." 

"Easily said," rejoined Tradescant; "but there's 
a regulär November fog out of doors which may 
hinder you. You won't be able to see each other." 

"Diablei" exclaimed Wilkes. "That's un- 
lucky!" 

"With Submission to both parties," interposed 
Sir Felix, "I would venture to suggest that the 
affair be postponed to a more favourable oppor- 
tunity." 

"Deferred, at all events, tili the fog clears oflF," 
observed Tom Potter. "In an hour it may be aU 
right. Breakfast first, and fight afterwards. That^s 
my proposition." 

"The fog isn't likely to clear off," observed Sir 
Felix. "We may be kept here tili to-morrow. I 
vote that the duel be postponed." 
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"I object to any delay," said Herbert. "Be the 
weather what it maj — and I own it is bad enough 
— I am ready to meet my adversary. Our chances 
are equal." 

"Very true, sir!" cried Wilkes. "I object to de- 
lay as strongly as yourself. A fog will never stop 
two men really bent on fighting. I'U be with you 
in a trice." 

And withdrawing bebind a screen, he presently 
reappeared in his ordinary attire. 

"Hear me, gentlemen," cried Sir Felix. "I 
protest against the course you are about to pursue. 
The fog is so thick that you might as well fight in 
this room with the lights put out." 

"A capital Suggestion!" cried Wilkes. "Sup- 
pose we do fight here. We have only to remove 
this table." 

"The place is perfectly immaterial to me," ob- 
served Herbert. "Here, or elsewhere, I am at your 
Service." 

"But it's not immaterial to me," interposed 
Tilbury. "No fighting in this room, gentlemen. 
I don't mind it on the bowling-green, but if either 
of you should be killed here, it would be exceed- 
ingly unpleasant, and might ruin the custom of the 
house. 

"Our host's reasons are unanswerable," observed 
Wilkes, with a laugh. "Nothing for it but the 
bowling-green. We'll there at once. Fetch a couple 
of lantems, Tilbury." 
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"Bless you, sir, lanterns would be of no avail. 
There are some link-men outside. Shall I hire their 
flambeaux?" 

"A bright idea!" exclaimed Wilkes. "About it 
at once, Tilbury, and bring the links to us in the 
garden. A duel by torchlight will be a novelty — 
something to talk about. But how is it I see you 
here, Lorimer, and apparently on my opponenfs 
side? A day or two ago, you wouldn't acknowledge 
your kinsman. Now, you are band and glove with 
him." 

"Since we last met, Mr. Wilkes, I am a good 
deal cbanged in many respects," replied Trade- 
scant; "and I have discovered qualities in my 
Cousin to which I was stupidly blind before. As 
this quarrel partly originated with me, or at least 
arose out of circumstances with which I was 
connected, I could wish it might be amicably 
arranged." 

"I don't see how that can be," said Wilkes; "it 
' has gone too far now." 

By this time, the Capuchins, having divested 
themselves of their gowns, and resumed their usual 
attire, the whole party were about to leave the room, 
when they were stopp ed by Sir Felix. 

"I teil you what it is,'gentlemen," said he. "I 
don't approve of this fighting in a fog. There's no 
precedent for such a duel. If fatal consequences 
ensue, the £ieconds will be hanged — yes, gentlemen, 
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hanged. I must decline, therefore, to be a party to 
the encounter." 

"Then I will take your place," said Tradescant. 
"I am willing to run the risk of a halter in such a 
cause." 

"Mr. Herbert must excuse me for deserting him 
at the last moment, but I really can't assist in 
such an irregulär proceeding; and I must again 
protest " 

"Protest be hanged!" cried Tom Potter. "Come 
along! The affair ought to have been over by this 
time." 

On this the whole party, with the exception of 
Sir Felix, quitted the room, and repaired to the 
garden. 

The day had not improved. The fog was as 
dense as ever; orange-tawny in colour, and almost 
palpable. Even at a yard's distance a post could 
scarcely be distinguished. 

"Upon my soul, it is a most execrable dayl" 
exclaimed Wilkes. "I had no idea the fog was so 
bad. Shall we go on?" 

"Certainly," replied Herbert. "The first step is 
taken. We must go through with it now." 

"Be it so," cried Wilkes. "Keep near me. Pm 
acquainted with the place, and will endeavour to 
show the way." 

With this he moved on, and the rest foUowed. 
But nothing is inore deceptive than a fog, and 
thöugh Wilkes made sure he was going ia llk!^ i\<^^ 
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direction, he soon found himself on the edge of the 
fish-pond, into which another step woidd have 
plunged him. 

"Halt!" he exclaimed. "We're wrong. I shall 
never be able to find the way without the torches. 
What the devil is Tilbury about that he doesn't 
send them?" 

"Here they are!" exclaimed Tradescant, as lighta 
were seen struggling through the gloom. 

"Halloo! where are you, gentlemen?" shouted 
Tilbury. 

"Here! — almost in the fish-pond," rejoined 
Wilkes. "Come to the rescue — quick!" 

"Why, who the deuce are these?" cried Lord 
Sandwich, as the landlord came up, attended by 
five Capuchins, bearing torches. Each monk had 
his cowl drawn over bis head, so as to shroud bis 
visage. 

"Zounds! the rascals have made free with our 
gowns," cried Dashwood. 

"No other members of the club were expected," 
Said Stanhope. "Who are these fellows, Tilbury?" 

"Only some of my men, Sir William," replied 
the host. "I thought Mr. Wilkes would like to have 
them arrayed in this way." 

"YouVe taken a great liberty, Mr. Tilbury," 
Said Wilkes. "Death! sir, we shall never be able 
to wear our gowtis again." 

"I'm very sorry, sir," replied the host, in an 
apologetic tone. "I did it to please you. Tm some- 
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thing of an artist, sir, and I thought these monkish 
figures, holding torches, would give a picturesque 
eflfect to the conflict. I may be wrong, Mr. Wilkes, 
but that was my motive." 

"Gad! I think you are right, Tilbury," cried 
Lord Sandwich, laughing. 

"Don't stop talking here, for Heaven's sake!" 
exclaimed Tom Potter. "Fm half choked with this 
infernal fog. Show the way to the bowling-green, 
Tilbuiy, as quickly as you can — consistently with 
our safety." 



Tha Lord Mayor of London, IL 
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xvni. 

A Dnel in a Fog. 

DntECTiNG tbe monkish torchbearers to marcb in 
advance, Tilbury put bimself at tbeir bead, and 
proceeded cautiously along a covered walk leading 
to tbe bowling-green, wbicb tbey luckily reacbed 
witbout furtber bindrance. 

After a brief consultation between Tom Potter 
and Tradescant, tbe wbole party proceeded to wbat 
thej judged to be tbe centre of tbe green, and 
baving ascertained by bolding down tbe links tbat 
tbe ground was free from obstruction of any kind, 
tbey at once prepared for tbe business in band; tbe 
first care of tbe seconds being to place tbe torcb- 
bearers in sucb a position tbat no undue advantage 
sbould be given to eitber side. 

Tbis was a task of some little difficulty, as tbe 
seconds could not exactly agree, but at lengtb it was 
satisfactorily accomplished. Four of tbe monks were 
arranged in a Square, one at eacb corner, and exactly 
four yards apart, wbile tbe fiftb man was ordered to 
stand beside tbe combatants. Tbose at tbe comers 
were enjoined to remain perfectly motionless wbat- 
ever migbt occur, but tbe central torcbbeai*er might 
foJJow Üie movements of tbe combatants, but must 
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be careful to keep out of the way, and distribute 
the light as fairly as possible. The links at each 
mgle were to be held aloft, and not waved or shifted 
3n any aecount, but the central torch was not to be 
30 much elevated, and might be raised or lowered 
according to the exigencies of the moment, at the 
iiscretion of the bearer. Not a word was to be 
attered by any of the torchbearers. 

These regulations made, the two antagonists, 
who by this time had divested themselves of coat 
md waistcoat, stepped into the square, while the 
ieconds retired, and the rest of the party, who looked 
m with considerable interest, grouped themselves 
iround. 

At this moment the scene was exceedingly pic- 
:uresqne, and must have delighted the artistic eye 
)f Mr. Tilbury. Seen through the thick tawny 
rapour with which the torchlight ineffectually con- 
:ended, the monkish figures, cowled and gowned, 
[lad a Strange fantastic effect, and looked like assist- 
ints at some dread and mysterious ceremonial. 
Viewed through the same opaque medium, and only 
imperfectly distinguished by the spectators, the chief 
actors in this singular scene had an equally ghostly 
appearance, and by a very slight Stretch of the 
Imagination might have been taken for phantoms of 
&erce duellists who had perished by each other's 
hands, and had been summoned from a bloody grave 
to renew their strife. 

Unconscious, however, of the effect they ^xodwRÄÄ. 

^* 
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on the beholders, and feeling strongly enough that 
they still belonged to this world, the two antagonists 
approached each other, and lighted by the central 
torchbearer, who carried out bis instractions as care- 
folly as he coold, courteonsly saluted each other, 
taking off their hats and replacing them. They then 
beat the appeal and engaged. 

No sooner did the combat begin than they both 
made the discovery that it was more difBcult to fight 
under circumstances like the present than in the 
dark. Sight and judgment were alike at fault, and 
the well-meant efforts of the torchbearer only served 
to distract them still more. 

"Confound youl keep that torch away. You put 
out my eyes," cried Wilkes. 

After another moment, Herbert called out, 

"Bring the torch nearer! I can't see." 

Puzzled by these conflicting Orders, the torch- 
bearer stood still, not knowing what to do, when 
Tradescant shouted to him, 

"Keep near them, will you; and don't attend to 
any orders but mine." 

"Don't stir, sirrah!" cried Tom Potter. "The 
torch blinds my man." 

"But mine can't see," cried Tradescant. "60 
nearer, I teil you." 

"Stay where you are, rascal!" roared Wilkes. 
"If you come any closer, TU cut your throat when 
the ßghVB over." 
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"And m let light into your body unless you 
give US some here," cried Herbert. 

"Wbat am I to do, gentlemen?" said the per- 
plexed torchbearer, drawing a little nearer. "I can^t 
please you both." 

But the combatants were now too much occupied 
with each other to notice him. A thrust in tierce 
byWilkes was well parried by Herbert, and returned 
by him with such dexterity and quickness, that had 
there been light enough, the combat might have 
been suddenly terminated. As it was, Herbert's 
sword passed through his adversary's shirt near the 
right breast. 

"A hiti" exclaimed Herbert, 

"A mere Scratch! I scarcely feit it Look to 
yourself, sir!" cried Wilkes, delivering a thrust in 
carte, which was instantly parried and returned. 

"They're well at it now," cried Dashwood. 
"Will you back your man for a hundred, Lorimer?" 

"I'd back him and give odds, but I don't bet 
now, Sir Francis," replied Tradescant. 

"So Tom Potter told me," said Dashwood; "but 
I didn't believe him." 

"I wish I could see their play," said Lord Sand- 
wich; "they seem to fence well." 

" WonderfuUy well, all things considered," replied 
Sir William Stanhope. "Wilkes seems to have found 
his match. I thought he would have settled it before 
this." 
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"I thought SO," rejoined Tom Potter; "the young 
draper is a maitre d'escrime." 

"No jokes about drapers, Tom, if you please," 
Said Tradescant. "KecoUect, I'm one myself." 

"Pshaw! you needn't carry on that farce here. 
We're not in Cheapside." 

At this moment the clash of steel proved that 
the two combatants were sharply engaged. 

**Sa! sal there they go!" cried Potter— "thmst 
— parry — reposte — pass in carte — feint in carte 
over the arm — disengage — counter disengage — 
thrust — recovery in carte." 

"Why, you can't see them, Tom?" cried Lord 
Sandwich. 

"No, but I can hear. I know exactly what 
they're about. There, one of them is beating 
fiercely with the edge of his sword on the other'ß 
blade. That must be Wilkes trying to disarm his 
antagonist." 

"But he hasn't succeeded, you find," observed 
Tradescant; "and is now being attacked in his 
tum." 

"Well done, draperl" exclaimed Potter. "The 
lad fights with spirit. Did you mark that? There 
was a thrust in tierce, parried with the prime, and 
foUowed by a streng smart beat on the feeble — 
down goes the sword." 

"Whose sword?" cried Tradescant. 

"The draper's," rejoined Potter. "Tour man is 
iFßrsted." 
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"l'm not sure of that," replied Tradescant. 

"But I am," replied Potter. 

And thej hoth hurried to the scene of strife, 
when Potter's conjecture proved to be correct. 
Herbert's sword had been beaten from bis grasp. 

"Tbis wouldn't have happened if I bad bad more 
ligbt," Said tbe young man, angrily. 

"Say you so?" cried Wilkes. "Tben we'll 
bave another bout. Take your sword, and begin 
again." 

"No, no, tbis mustn't be," cried Tradescant. 

"Why not?" rejoined Tom Potter. "It isn't 
for you to object if we are willing. You ougbt to 
be infinitely obliged by baving a second cbance 
alkwed you." 

"Wby, so we are," said Tradescant; "but — " 

'Now, sir," cried Wilkes, impatiently. "Either 
own yourself defeatQ^ and apologise for your 
insoloice, or stand up.. again." 

"i wouldn't bave kept you waiting so long, sir," 
rejoined Herbert, "but I can't find my sword." 

"Bere are a couple of swords," said Tom Potter. 
"Take your cboice." 

And as Herbert took one of them, Wilkes flung 
aside Im own weapon, and armed bimself witb the 
other. 

"Now we are fairly matcbed — bave at you, 
sir!" be cried, attacking Herbert. 

And ei3 tbe seconds bad retired, tbe combatants 
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were again engaged, and evidently with greater fary 
than before. 

"Come nearer, fellow," cried Wilkes to the 
torchbearer; "you shan't complain of want of light 
this time, sir." 

"Your politeness deserves a better retum than I 
can make for it," rejoined Herbert. 

"They're in eamest now," said Tom Potter. 
"Passes and parades are so rapid I can^t foUow 
'em." 

"The combat ought not to have been renewed/ 
observed Tradescant. "Enough had been dore 
before." 

"Why didn't you make your man apologise, 
then?" Said Potter. "But don't be uneasy. Wilkes 
will soon disarm him again. He's about it now, or 
I'm much mistaken. The draper disengages and 
thrusts — JVilkes counter-disengages and pairies, 
forcing the draper*s blade upwards with the ftrt of 
his own — a disarm after the parade." 

"No such thing," replied Tradescant. *Both 
swords are still in band, as you may hear. There 
was a half thrust and an appeal — an angwer, a 
feint on the inside with a disengage on theoutside, 
and a pass — hal some one is hit!" 

"By Heaven! 'tis Wilkes," cried To» Potter, 
rushing towards the combatants, followed Ijjr Trades- 
cant and the others. 

They found Wilkes, scarcely able to ftand, sup- 
jforüng himself with his sword, and pbessing his 
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hand against his breast, &om which the blood was 
pouring, his shirt being dyed with tbe sanguinary 
stream. Beside him stood Herbert, whose looks 
showed his distress at the victory he had gained. 

"I hope you are not much hurt, sir?" he in- 
quired, in tones of the greatest anxiety. 

"My business, I fear, is done," rejoined Wilkes, 
in a feeble voice; "but I freely forgive you, and 
beg you to take care of your own safety — oh!** 
And he would have sunk to the ground if Tom 
Potter had not caught him in his arms and sustained 
bim. 

"Here's a sad mischance!" exclaimed Tradescant 
"But you know how averse I was to the renewal of 
the fight. I feared mischief would come of it. Would 
that my advice had been taken!" 

"It was my fault," groaned Wilkes. 

"No, no, you are far too generous, sir," cried 
Herbert. "I am to blame. I shall for ever reproach 
myself with what I have done." 

"Away with you!" cried Wilkes. "My Kfe is 
ebbing fast. Consult your safety by flight." 

"Yes, fly, sir, fly!" urged Tom Potter. 

"What shall I do? — where shaU I go?" cried 
the young man, distractedly. 

"Hold a moment!" said Crutchet, stepping up 
to him. 
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XIX. 

How a marvellouB Gore was wrought by Candish. 

**A surgeonI a surgeon! In Heaven^s name 
fetch a surgeon!" shouted Tradescant. "Will none 
of you stir?" he added to the torchbearers, who 
appeared perfectly apathetic, remaining in their 
places and holding up their flambeaux as if nothing 
had happened. "There ought to have been a 
surgeon in attendance/^ 

"111 bring one instantly," said the host. 

"It is useless," said Wilkes, checking him. "I 
am past all surgical aid. My only concem is for 
my antagonist's safety. Isn't he here still? Take 
him away — take him away, Lorimer." 

"Where's Mr. Crutchet?" asked Tradescant. 

"Here, sir," replied that personage. 

"Go with Herbert," said Tradescant. "Take 
him to your own lodgings, tili I see how this affair 
terminates." 

"I don't think it likely to terminate very 
seriously, sir," replied Crutchet, in an under tone. 

"Fm of a different opinion. Mr. Wilkes, I fear, 
is mortally wounded." 

"He won't die of his present injuries, sir," re- 
joined Crutchet. "It's all a trick. Don't you ob- 
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jerve how easily the otlier gentlemen take it? 
äome of 'em are laughing. The landlord is evidently 
in the plot. And as to those torch-bearers, they 
lon't seem to care a button about the occurrence. 
k trick, sir, you may depend." 

"By Heaven! I believe you are right," cried 
IVadescant. "Yet how can it have been managed? 
ffe must have been hit. Ah! I see! Tom Potter 
jave them fresh swords." 

"Foils, I suspect, sir," rejoined Crutchet. 

"That's soon found out," said Tradescant, 
matching the weapon which Herbert still held in 
Üs grasp, and feeling the point. "You are right, 
Drutchet, it is a foil/' 

At this moment the voice of Sir Felix Bland 
was heard, calling out, "Here's a surgeon! Where's 
the wounded man? Where's Mr. Wilkes?" 

"This way, Sir Felix!" rejoined Tradescant. 
'^This way!" 

In another instant the litte alderman became 
irisible. With him was a little man, habited in 
black, whom Tradescant and Crutchet at once re- 
3ognised as Candish. He was foUowed by a much 
baller and stouter personage, wrapped in an ample 
cloak, and so muffled up about the face that his 
Peatures could not be discemed. Crutchet, however, 
had some suspicions as to the identity of the latter. 

"You are come in good time, Sir Felix," said 
Pradescant. "Poor Mr. Wilkes, I grieve to say, is 
dangeronsly hurt." 
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"Sony to hear it," rejoined the little aldennan; 
"but here's a surgeon who will save him, if any 
man can/' 

"111 do mj best," rejoined Candish. "By your 
leave, gentlemen — by your leave!" be added, 
pressing towards Wilkes. "Bring the torcb this 
way." 

"No; keep it off!" cried Wilkes. "The light 
distresses me dreadfuUy." 

"You must put up witb a little inconvenience, 
ßir," Said Candish. "Let me see the wonnd. Off 
with your shirt, sir." 

"Off with yourself," rejoined Wilkes. "Don't 
disturb me. Let me die in peace." 

"Excuse me, sir," said Candish, "my business 
is to prevent you from dying. This to begin." 
And he proceeded to tear open the other's shirt. 

"Zounds, sir! what are you about?" roared 
Wilkes. 

"Hold him fast, sir!" said Candish to Tom 
Potter. "Hold him fast, while I apply a potent 
styptic to the wound, that will stanch the bleeding 
in no time." 

"Curse your styptic!" roared Wilkes. "Fll 
have none of it." 

"Patience, my good sir — patience," cried Can- 
dish. "You are in my hands, and must submit to 
such treatment as I may deem advisable. I won^t 
disguise from you that the application of this blue 
rjtnoV^ — producing a phial as he spoke — "will 
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give you some pain; but though sharp, it will be 
momentary." 

"Blue Vitriol!" exclaimed Wilkes. "Blue devils! 
you mean. Their chief seems to have visited me 
in person." 

"Besides the blue vitriol," pursued Candish, 
"I have powdered agaric, a very powerful astringent." 

"Powdered agaricl D^e hear that?" cried Tom 
Potter, unable to refrain from laughing. "Apply 
the blue vitriol and agaric at once, sir. 1^11 hold 
the patient." 

"At your peril!" roared Wilkes. "Let me go, 
Tom. Zounds, this is carrying the jest too far." 

"A jest, Mr. Wilkes!" exclaimed Candish. "Do 
you think Iwould jest with a patient in your condition?" 

"In my condition!" echoed Wilkes, breaking 
from Potter. "'Sdeath, sir! Tm as free from injury 
as yourself. If you are what you profess, you ought 
to have discovered my wound to be a mere sham." 

"The discovery was needless, Mr. Wilkes," re- 
joined Candish. "I was aware of the deception 
from the first." 

Loud laughter from those around, in which the 
torchbearers joined,followed this confession of thetrick. 

"It is a great relief to me to find you are un- 
hurt, Mr. Wilkes," said Herbert; "but I should have 
had just reason to complain, if you had let me de- 
part under the impression that I had killed you." 

"I won't attempt to say anything in my defence," 
rejoined Wilkes. "But I'm glad you didn't go; and 
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as the laugh has been decidedly against me, you 
will, perhaps, feel disposed to forgive me." 

"Readily," retumed Herbert. "And now, let me 
add, that I regret the observations I made apon you 
in the City Mall, and at which you took umbrage." 

"Enough," Said Wilkes. "I am perfectly satis- 
fied. Animosity no longer exists on my part. In- 
deed, if you will permit me, I shall be happy to 
become your friend, for I admire your spirit." And he 
offered him his band, which Herbert cordially grasped. 

"We ought to thank you for your interference, 
Sir Felix," said Tom Potter, "since you have so 
pleasantly terminated the aflPair." 

"Nay, sir, you must thank Mr. Candish," rejoined 
the little alderman. "It's his doing — not mine." 

"I have met Mr. Candish before, I think," ob- 
served Potter. "Were you not at Picard's when the 
bank was broken, sir?" 

"I was," replied Candish. "I had reasons for 
going there. But I mean it to be my last appear- 
ance in a gaming-house." 

"As it shall be mine," observed Tradescant. 

"'Tis a pity the Lord Mayor can't hear your 
praiseworthy determination, Lorimer," remarked Tom 
Potter, with a sneer. "It might have a good eflPect 
upon him, and reinstate you in his favour." 

"The Lord Mayor did hear the Observation, Mr. 
Potter," said the stout personage standing by Sir 
Felix, unmuffling the lower part of his face as he 
ßpoke, and disclosing the features of Sir Gresham. 
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"The Lord Mayor did hear it, sir," he repeated, 
"and it is likely to have the eflPect you anticipate, 
smce he believes it to be sincere. You may be sur- 
prised to see me here, gentlemen," he continued, 
"and I owe you some explanation of my presence. 
I am not here to spy upon your actions, or to inter- 
fere with your proceedings. But having Idamt that 
a duel was to take place on this spot between my 
nephew and Mr. Wilkes and suspecting, I confess, 
from the Strange locality chosen, and from other 
reasons, which I need not particularise, that my 
nephew was to be the victim of some wild frolic, I 
took precautions — not to prevent the meeting, for 
I feit perfectly certain that Herbert was well able to 
defend his own honour — but to counteract any 
trick, should such be intended. These torchbearers 
are my men, and I trust Mr. Tilbury will not incur 
your displeasure for the slight assistance he has ren- 
dered me in my scheme — assistance, I may add, 
which he could not very well refuse." 

"We ought to express regret at having brought 
your lordship out at such an early hour, and on 
such a wretched moming," rejoined Wilkes; "but 
any circumstance which procures us the honour of 
your Company must be gratifying to the Capuchins, 
and we trust, since you are here, you will do us the 
favour to stay and breakfast with us." 

"I accept your invitation with great pleasure, 
Mr. Wilkes," replied SirGresham. "Though I should 
not have ventured to sup with the jovial monks of 
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St. Francis, I am not afrald to breakfast with tkem. 
But you mu8t let me eat and drink wbat I please.^^ 

"*Fays ce que voudras* is our device," rejoined 
Wilkes. " Your lordship shall do just what you will." 

"Then I am with you," replied Sir Gresham; 
"and the sooner we sit down the better; for, in spite 
of the fog, I have a famous appetite." 

"I am glad to hear it," replied Wilkes;. "and I 
trust Mr. Tilbury will use you well." 

"His lordship shall have the best my house can 
fumish," replied Tilbury; "but this is an honour I 
did not expect" 

"Make no apologies, sir," said Sir Gresham; 
"what will do for the epicurean Capuchins may very 
well do for a piain man like myself." 

On this the whole party, Ughted by the torch- 
bearers, retumed to the house, where an excellent 
breakfast was presently served, to which they sat 
down, and did füll justice. Placed between Wilkes 
and Lord Sandwich, the Lord Mayor laughed as 
heartily at the piquant sallies and diverting stories 
of the ugly wit as the great moralist, Dr. Johnson, 
did on the memorable occasion when he dined in 
Wilkes's Company. "Sir, there was no resisting the 
dog." 

By the time the repast was over, the fog had 
cleared oflP, so that the Lord Mayor and Sir Felix 
Bland had a pleasant ride together to the Mansion 
House; while Tradescant and Herbert, accompanied 
hjr Crotchet, found their way back.to Cheapside. 

£ND OF TH£ Tm&B BOOll. 
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How the Mftnsion Honse was ballt on Stocks-Market. 

CoNSiDERiNG the importance of the Corporation 
of the City of London, the large fands at their dis- 
posal, their fondness for show, and proverbial love 
of sumptuous banqaets and entertainments — con- 
flidering, also, the quasi-regal character of the Lord 
Mayor, the dignity he has to support, the duties to 
perform, and the princely hospitality he is bound to 
practise — considering the number of officers attached 
to bis household, and the splendour of bis retinue, it 
is scarcely credible that no fixed residence adapted 
to the requirements of so great a personage, and 
enabling him to exercise bis high functions with be- 
coming effect, should have been provided before the 
middle of the last Century. 

Yet so it was. Up to this date the Lord Mayor 
either occupied bis own house, which in very rare 
instances offered adequate accommodation for bis im- 
mense establishment, while it necessarily restricted 
the size and frequency of bis entertainments, or he 
was compelled to use the hall of one of the twelve 
great City companies — an alternative, as will be 
apparent, fraught with many inconveniences. 
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Had we possessed a fine old mediseval mansion, 
picturesque in style, replete with historical associa- 
tions, corresponding in some measure with the grand 
municipal halls to be met with on the Continent, or 
even with some of the ancient halls of the City com- 
panies — had such a mansion as this appertained to 
the Lord Mayor, and had it luckily escaped the 
conflagration of 1666, or been carefuUy restored or 
rebuilt, — how infinitely preferable would it have 
been to the present structure! But it is uieless to 
sigh for the impossible. Let us be content with what 
we have got. 

And now for the history of the pr^ent structare. 
In 1739, during the mayoralty of the Bight Honour- 
able Micajah Perry, a resolution was come to by the 
municipal authorities to erect a house for their chief, 
wherein he might reside during his term of office, 
administer justice, uphold the dignity and importance 
of the Coj^ration, and praetise the rites of hospitality 
in a manner commensurate with the wishes of the 
feast-loving Citizens of London. 

Several sites were proposed for the intended 
structure — amongst othera, Moorfields, and a space 
at the eaat end of Patemoster-row, Renting Cbeap- 
#ide — but ultimately Stocks-market, at the noffth- 
east com^ of Walbrook, was selected as being cen- 
tral, and coffitiguouB to the Royal £xchange and the 
Bank of England. 

Stocks-market, which d^ived ita name from a 
pair o£ atoeks anciently set upon the spot for the 
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ponishment of offenders, was one of the oldest markets 
in the city of London, having been established in 
1282 by Henry de Walleis, then Mayor. Few would 
imagine that on the place where the ponderous Man- 
aion Hoose now Stands, where thousands upon thou- 
sands pass and repass, where the pavement is always 
inconveniently crowded, and the street constantly 
stopped by carriages and public conveyances, little 
more than a Century ago there was a pretty fruit- 
market, planted on the east side with rows of trees, 
having an antique conduit at the north end sur- 
mounted by an equestrian statue, and stalls where 
fruit and vegetables of the choicest kind were vended. 
An odd Story is told about the equestrian statue. It 
was designed for John Sobieski, King of Poland, 
but was left on the maker's hands, and a statue of 
Charleis II. being wanted by Sir Robert Viner after 
the Kestoration, Jie availed himself of this image 
with commendable thrift, Converting the wariike Pole 
into the Merry Monarch, and the turbaned Turk, 
whom his horse was trampling beneath its feet, into 
Oliver Cromwell. 

Trees, stalls, conduit, and statue were removed 
in 1739. 

On digging the foundation of the proposed 
building, the ground proved to be so füll of Springs 
that strong .piles were needed for the support of the 
erection. Nearly fourte^i years were occupied in 
the work ■— the first Lord Mayor who tenanted the 
Mansion House being 8ir Crisp Gascoigne, in 1753. 
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Built of Portland stone, and possessing a noble 
portico of Corinthian columns, supporting a heavy 
pediment adomed with a bas-relief symbolical of the 
wealth and dignity of London; lighted by two tiers 
of large and well-proportioned Windows beneath the 
portico, and by a lesser tier above it; with a grand 
entrance, approached on either side by a lofty flight 
of Steps, protected by a balustrade; with a massive 
rustic basement, in the midst of which is a door 
leading to the kitchen and other offices, — the 
structure may be said to present an imposiüg if not 
a handsome fa9ade. On either side, between Corin- 
thian pilasters, is an immense Venetian window be- 
longing to the Egyptian Hall. 

At the period of which we write, and for many 
years afterwards, the roof was loaded with a heavy 
and unsightly upper story, termed, in derision, the 
"Mare's (Mayor's) Nest;" but this has been judi- 
ciously taken down, to the great improvement in the 
appearance of the building. The Situation is too 
low and confined for a structure of such magnitude. 

Passing through the grand entrance we come 
upon a spacious saloon — one of the finest features 
of the interior — adomed with Corinthian pillars, 
enriched by a carved wainscoting representing war- 
like implements, and lighted firom above by a large 
dorne and two lesser domes. At the south end of 
this lordly saloon lies the Egyptian Hall, so called 
because it was built after a design by Vitruvius 
he&ring that designation. This is really a magnifi- 
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Cent banqueting-hall, and worthy of the Lord Major, 
üpwards of ninety feet in length and sixty in 
breadth, it occupies the entire width of the house, 
and is lighted by the two great Venetian Windows 
previously referred to. 

On either sjde of this stately Chamber are eight 
immense Corinthian columns, with two half columns 
of the same order at each end. Between the larger 
pillars are now placed pieces of sculpture, and when 
prepared for some grand entertainment, richly de- 
corated, brilliantly illuminated, and filled with Com- 
pany, the eflPect of the hall is extraordinarily fine. 

In this gorgeous banqueting-chamber are dis- 
pensed the hospitalities of the Corporation of the 
City of London, on a scale of splendour and pro- 
digality not to be surpassed. Here its wealth of 
plate is displayed. Here the costliest delicacies and 
the choicest wines are abundantly supplied. Here 
come the prince, the peer, the populär statesman, 
the great lawyer, the eminent divine, the naval and 
military Commander, the foreign potentate and am- 
bassador. Here the civic authorities are at home, 
arid vie with their chief in attention to the City's 
guests. Since the first banqnet given here in 1753 
by Sir Crisp Gascoigne, how many State dinners 
have been served in this süperb hall, how many 
illustrious orators spoken within it — with what hosts 
have its tables been crowded, and with what deafen- 
ing cheers have its walls resoundedl 

The principal apartments on the ürst floor are 
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ihe Justice-room, tbe Swordbearer's-room, and a 
room called Wilkes's Parlour, after the personage 
introduced in this story, who became at a later 
period of bis careet, during tbe tnayoralty cf bis 
friend Crosby, more particularly identified witb tbe 
Mansion House. Tbö ball-room was fönnerly in 
tbe Upper story. Tbe state-rooms are bandsome^ 
but beavy and gloomy. Tbe interior of tbe bouse 
may be described as a quadrangle built around 
tbe grand saloon^ and connected by cbambers and 
galleries. 

Sucb is tbe residence provided by tbe city (of 
Lohdon for tbeir cbief magistrate) at a cost of nearly 
7 1,000 Z. Tbe plate cost more tban 11,000/., and 
tbe stock mnst be enormous, sinoe an outlay of 500/. 
in tbe purcbase of plate is incumbent upon eacb 
Lord Mayor. 
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How the Lord Mayor took Posgession of the Mansion House , and how 
he discharged bis Official Duties. 

FoR some months the Lord Mayor had now oc- 
eupied the Mansion House. 

Had he possessed no other merit than that of 
being a sumptuous host, Sir Gresham Lorimer would 
probably have been nearly as populär as he was with 
a set of men who, like the Corporation of the City 
of London, regard unbounded hospitality as the first 
of virtues; but as bis many good qualities became 
generally known, he rose in the esteem of all classes 
of bis fellow-citizens. If he enjoyed all ]the pomps 
and pleastires of bis high office, and revelled in its . 
»weets, he at the same time shunned none of its 
labours and cares, but discharged bis duties zealously 
and well. 

Every claim which the public could have upon 
him was fulfiUed. In tum he attended the several 
Courts of judicature at which he was required to 
preside — the Hustings, the Court of Requests, the 
Lord Mayor's Court, the Court of City Orphans, the 
Court öf Common Council, the Chamberlain's Court, 
and ötbers, the mere enumeration of which would be 
tedious. 

Beset as he was by a multiplicity of affairs, 
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having many important questions to decide and 
many differences to adjust, Sir Gresham's judgment 
was generally correct, and bis manner ever calm 
and conciliatory. Whether he had to receive the 
inquest of the City wards on Plough Monday; to 
go in State to the church of St. Lawrence, Guild- 
hall, on the first Sunday in Epiphany; to present an 
address to the throne in his gold gown, and attended 
by the Corporation; to proceed in State to Temple- 
bar and admit the heralds when war was proclaimed 
against Spain, and to cause the proclamation to be 
read at the Royal Exchange and elsewhere in the 
City, — whatever he had to do, he did it efficiently 
and well. The City was proud of bim, and with 
reason. 

Moreover, Sir Gresham's kindness and generosity 
endeared bim to many who only approached bim to 
seek assistance or relief. Easily accessible, he readily 
granted an audience to all who desired to see bim, 
his best advice being given to those who sought it, 
while his affability and consideration were such, that 
though an applicant might be disappointed, he could 
not be offended. 

Such, we may add, was the course pursued by 
Sir Gresham liprimer throughout the whole term of 
his mayoralty. 

On all hands it was acknowledged that the civic 
chair had never been more worthily filled than by 
its present occupänt. High and low spoke well of 
him. All the distinguished personages with whom 
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he came in contact, er whom it was his pride and 
privilege to entertain, were unanimous in his praise. 

With the sheriffs, the aldermen, the common- 
councilmen, the recorder, the chamberlai^, the 
common-serjeant, the remembrancer, and all other 
officials immediately connected with him, he was 
equally populär. His enemies were few, his friends 
numberless. 

The Lord Mayor's removal from his private 
residence to the Mansion House took place about 
a week after his installation. The Lady Mayoress 
and Millicent went with him, of course; and Prue, 
notwithstanding her aunt's Opposition, was included 
in the party. Rooms were also assigned to Lady 
Dawes and Mrs. Ghatteris. Indeed, as Gaptain 
Chatteris was playing at hide and seek with his 
creditors, it behoved his wife — at least she thought 
so — to place herseif under her father's protection. 

The almost regal State kept up at the Mansion 
House, the vast retinue of servants, the receptions, 
the frequent and süperb entertäinments, suited the 
Lady Mayoress and her eider daughters exactly. 
We cannot say they were particularly populär with 
their guests, the airs of superiority they gave them- 
selves being well-nigh insupportable; but as their 
object was to overawe rather than to please, they 
may be said to have succeeded. 

Assisted by her daughters, the Lady Mayoress 
kept up a kind of court, held levees and drawing- 
rooms, and had other receptions, to which all who 
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paid her sufficient homage were invited, but from 
which those who incurred her displeasure were 
rigorously excluded. But these ostentatious displays 
were confined to City folk. When ladies of rank 
honoured the Mansion House with tbeir presence, 
they were received with overweening attention by 
its haughty mistress and her daughters. Lady 
Lorimer knew how to discriminate, she said, between 
really great people and pretenders, and sometimes 
submitted patiently to mdenesses equal to those she 
inflicted on others. 

It was an amnsing sight, on the evening of some 
grand entertainment, to see her ladyship in the 
plenitude of her charms, arrayed in all her finery, 
powdered, feathered, and loaded with jewels, with 
her two eider daughters standing beside her eqnally 
richly attired, and blazing in diamonds — it was 
amusing, we say, to see her as the different presenta- 
tions were made, with what haughtiness she wotdd 
retum the courtesies of some wealthy citizen's wife 
and daughters, scarcely deigning to look at them, 
and what delight and empressement she manifested 
at the approach of a titled dame. 

As her ladyship^s days passed in a constant 
routine of this sort, and as she enjoyed some of the 
pleasures of sorereignty without any of its cares, 
she was for the time supremely happy. No doubt 
there were drawbacks to her entire felicity; but 
which of her sex, however fortunate or highly plaoed, 
can say she is perfectly happy? Lady Lorimer had 
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reacbed the highest point of her ambition. Homage, 
little Short of that offered to royalty, was paid her 
on all band», not by the Citizen» merely, but by the 
looBt distinguished personages of the land; adulation, 
thö most fulsome or the most refined, equally ac- 
ceptable in either case, was layijshed upon her. She 
was, unquestionably, the first lady in the City, and 
second to few out of it, she thought. At the Mansion 
House she was supreme, and when she went abroad 
in her süperb chariot she attracted, or supposed she 
attracted, universal attention. What was left to 
attain? Her sole regret was that such a State of 
things could not endure for ever, and that a time 
must come — a great deal too soon! — when she 
would be dethroned — when this palace would be 
anotber Lady Mayoress's palace, and when all these 
bowing crowds, passing her by, would offer their 
incense to the new divinity. She wisely resolved, 
therefore, to make the most of her time. 

Lady Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris were just as 
happy as herseif. Erer with their mother, they 
emulated, if not eclipsed, her splendour, shared her 
triumphs, and did not neglect to make conquests of 
their own at the same time. One or other always 
accompanied the Lady Mayoress in her chariot when 
she went abroad, and both being extremely hand- 
«ome women, and magnificently dressed, they drew 
maaiy an admiring eye to the spleadid equipage. 

Thus the days passed pleasantly with bodi Udies 
— «0 pleasa&tly, that, like the Lady Mayoress, they 
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quite dreaded their termination, and, like her, de- 
termined to enjoy the passing moment. 

Mrs. Chatteris was so much engrossed by the 
round of amusements in which she was engaged, 
and had so many other distractions, that she had 
seldom a thought to bestow on poor dear absent 
Tom. 

Millicent and Prue likewise greatly enjoyed their 
residence at the Mansion House. Perhaps there was 
rather too much form and ceremony for them — per- 
haps, also, the entertainments were too frequent, and 
on too grand a scale to suit them — still there was 
so much excitement and variety, that they could not 
fail to be pleased. 

As almost everybody of consequence was invited 
at some time or other to the Mansion House, the 
two girls had an opportunity of seeing most of the 
celebrities of the day, and in some instances of 
becoming acquainted with them; and as by this 
time Milly had got rid in a great measure of her 
shyness, while Prue was lively and talkative enough, 
both were very much admired — more so, indeed, 
than was altogether agreeable to Lady Dawes and 
Mrs. Chatteris, who wondered what people could see 
in either of them. 

Little attention was shown them by the Lady 
Mayoress, who did not attempt to conceal her dislike 
of her niece; but this neglect was more than repaired 
by Sir Gresham, who took especial pains to bring 
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them forward, introducing everybody to them whom 
he thought they would like to know. 

Lei US add, that their amiability and good 
nature sootlied and conciliated many who were 
ofPended by the haughtiness of the Lady Mayoress 
and her eider daughters. 
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ni. 

A Ghange is observable in Pnw. 

One circumstance connected with his niece Struck 
the Lord Mayor as singular, and he did not very 
well know how to account for it. 

No sooner was she launched into society than 
she became easy and well bred. Her rusticity dis- 
appeared as if by magic. Either she required no 
Instruction, or there was nothing to teach. Heightened 
by the rieh attire, for which she was indebted to 
the kindness of her uncle, her charms of person 
seemed to improve, and her deportment was so 
graceful that Sir Gresham could not help commenting 
upon it. 

"Why, where have you leamt all those graces, 
niece?" he said. "You don't look like a country 
girl at all. I didn^t suppose you had seen society 
enough at York to form your manner as it seems 
formed?" 

"You flatter me, uncle," she replied, blushing. 
"Since my arriral in town you have given me 
abundant opportunities for Observation, and I have 
had my eyes about me, I can assure you." 

"You have used them to some purpose," replied 
the Lord Mayor. 
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Tradescant was quite as much surprised as bis 
father by Prue's sudden and remarkable alteration 
of manner, and its effect upon bim was stronger than 
on Sir Gresbam. But if tbe young man tbougbt ber 
wonderfully improved in some respects, tbere was 
one cbange wbich he did not consider was for tbe 
better — sbe was decidedly more distant towards 
bim, and tbougb amiable as ever, sougbt to make 
bim nnderstand tbat if be fancied sbe feit any tender 
interest in bim be was mistaken. 

"Deuce take tbe girl! I can't nnderstand ber," 
be mentally ejaculated. "Tbere's no denying tbat 
sbe looks bandsomer and more jrefined tban sbe used 
to do, but I liked ber better as sbe was." 

If we could suspect Prue of any design of fixing 
ber once fickle, and it migbt be still inconstant 
Cousin, no better plan could bave been derised tban 
tbat wbicb sbe pursued. In proportion as sbe be-/ 
came cold and distant Tradescant^s ardour increased, 
until at last tbe anticipated erisis arrived, and tbe 
conquering girl bad bim at ber feet. He told ber 
in tbe most passionate terms tbat be loved ber, tbat 
be bad never loved any one buf berself , and could 
not exist witbout her. 

Prue laugbed outright at this declaration, wbicb 
was made during an evening party at tbe Mansion 
House in one of tbe galleries leading to tbe ball- 
room, and told bim, in reply, tbat, in spite of bis 
professions, sbe was by no means sure of bis sin- 

The Lord Mayor of London» II. H 
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cerity; that as to his assertion that she was the first 
object on which bis heart had been fixed she knew 
that to be false; and before she could give him the 
faintest hope of a retum of regard she must have 
proof of his constancy. 

What proof did she require? he asked. Her 
answer was, that she would consider and let him 
know. But, when subsequently pressed, she refused 
to deeide, so that Tradescant was as far from the 
attainment of his wishes as ever. 

But the flame now raging in his breast was 
fanned into fury from another quarter. A girl so 
handsome as Prue could not fail to attract admirers. 
She had plenty, and some of them, though they re- 
ceived no more encouragement than Tradescant — 
perhaps not half so much — paid her marked atten- 
tion. It soon became quite clear that it only rested 
with herseif to make a very advantageous match, 
and one love-sick swain, a good-looking youth, and 
of good expectations, the son of Alderman Cracraft, 
applied to the Lord Mayor, entreating him to plead 
his cause with his niece. 

In compliance with the young spark's request, 
Sir Gresham broached the matter to Prue, but her 
reply was such as at once to crush the aspirant's 
hopes. 

When her uncle, with evidently warm interest, 
inquired whether her affections were entirely dis- 
engaged, she blushed, and begged him not to question 
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her too closely. So Sir Gresham discreetly for- 
bore. 

Amongst those who accompanied the Lord Mayor 
to the Mansion House was Candish. The old man 
was placed upon the household, and proved so trust- 
worthy and serviceable, that he was regarded by the 
Lord Mayor as his right band. 



1\* 



164 THE LOKD MAYOK OP LONDON. 



IV. 

How TradeBcant regained his Father's Favonr. 

Tradescant and Herbert still lodged at the 
house in Cheapside, though they dined dailj at the 
Lord Mayor's table, and rarely missed any enter- 
tainments given at the Mansion House. 

From the period at which we last left him to 
the time when we resume our story, Tradescant had 
been sedulous in attention to business, and had be- 
come so steady and industrious, that there seemed 
little danger of a relapse into his Former idle conrses. 
ManfuUy resisting all temptations to which he was 
exposed — and they were not few — he stuck to 
his post, and soon mastering the details of the busi- 
ness, took upon himself the management of the con- 
cem, and, if Crutchet's word were to be taken, con- 
ducted it as well as Sir Gresham himself could have 
done. 

Long before this, we need scarcely say, a recon- 
ciliation had taken place between the reformed pro- 
digal and his father. Crutchet had not failed to 
acquaint Sir Gresham with his son^s regulär attention 
to business, and Candish had satisfied him that the 
young man had abandoned all his idle and profligate 
courseB. Nevertheless, Sir Gresham gave no sign of 
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relenting until sufficient time had elapsed to afford 
reasonable assurance that bis son's reformation was 
complete. 

One day, when Tradescant was alone in the 
room adjoining the counting-house, in which he now 
constantlj sat, and busily engaged in making up 
some accounts, Sir Gresham entered with Crutchet, 
and closed the door softly after him. Not being 
aware that it was his father who had come in Tra- 
descant continued his work without looking up. 

"There, sir, there's a sight to do you good!" 
whispered Crutchet. 

Sir Gresham made no reply, for his heart was 
too füll to allow him to speak. 

A moment afterwards Tradescant raised his eyes, 
and perceiving his father, started up and threw him- 
self at his feet. 

"Have I your forgiveness, sir?" he cried. "Am 
I once more your son?" 

"Again my son, and dearer to me than ever," 
replied the Lord Mayor, raising him and tenderly 
embracing him. "Oh, Tradescant, what joy it is to 
find you thas worthily employed! How great is my 
satisfaction in this change! Come to my heart, my 
dear boy! — come to my heart!" And he strained 
him once more to his breast. 

For some moments there was a silenee, which 
was broken at last by a sort of hysterical laugh 
proceeding from Crutchet, who rainly attempted 
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to call out "huzzal" and almost choked himself by 
the effort. 

" Give me your band, Crutchet — give me your 
band!" said tbe Lord Mayor, in a voice of deep 
emotion. "I owe my boy's restoration mainly to 
you." 

"Yes, sir, I owe more to Mr. Crutcbet tban I 
sball ever be able to repay," said Tradescant. "Had 
I listened to bim you would never bave bad any 
cause of complaint against me. I will make no pro- 
fessions; but you may believe me wben I affirm tbat 
I am beartily asbamed of my follies — to give tbem 
tbeir mildest term — and tbat I will never repeat 
tbem." 

"Say no more! — say no more! — I amperfectly 
satisfied," cried Sir Gresbam. "All is forgiven — 
all sball be forgotten." 

"I sball never forget tbis scene to my dying 
day," said Crutcbet, taking off bis spectacles, and 
applying a bandkercbief to bis eyes. 

"A Word more ere I dismiss tbis subject for 
ever," pursued tbe Lord Mayor. "All your debts 
are paid, so tbat you are free from embarrassment 
of any kind." 

"As I trust benceforward to remaini" exclaimed 
Tradescant. 

"Go on as you bave begun," continued bis 
fatber. "Attend to business as sedulously as you 
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are now doing, and in another year you shall be 
master of this concem." 

"Promise me nothing tili you find I deserve it, 
sir," replied Tradescant. "But if I can place any 
dependence on myself I won't disappoint you." 

"He won't, Sir Gresham, Fm sure he won't," 
Said Crutchet. 

"I believe you," said the Lord Mayor. "And 
now, go to work, my boy, and God bless you!" 

This was all that passed between them on the 
subject. 
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In which Tradesoant confides the stete of bis affections to Cnitchet; 
and from which it would appear that Herbert must be taking to idle 
habits. 

MoNTHS went by and found no change in Tra- 
desoant. The business improved under bis manage- 
ment, and every one in the establishment was obliged 
to confess that a better System and more regularity 
had been introduced since he had assumed the con- 
trol of affairs. 

"Why, sir, you're a genius! a positive genius!" 
exclaimed the delighted Crutchet, as they were 
talking over a successful transaction one moming 
in the room behUid the counting-house. "YouVe 
done wonders. I always knew it was in you, but I 
feared I mightn't live to see it brought out." 

"Ah! my good old friend!" rejoined Tradesoant, 
"I hope you may live to see me realise all your 
kindly expiectations. But I owe this to you. What 
should I have been without you?" 

"Well, I did the best I could — that I oan 
safely say," rejoined Crutohet; "but though I had 
the will I hadn't exaotly the power. No, sir, the 
person who made you what you now are is your 
oousin Prue. She did it, sir — she alone — no one 
eise oan claim any merit." 
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"I feel how much I owe her," sighed Trades- 
cant. 

"Then why not show your gratitude, sir? — 
why not make her some retum?" 

"So I would, if I knew how, Crutchet." 

"I'll teil you how, sir. Take her to Bow Church, 
where your father and mother were married. Bring 
her back here as your bride." 

"I should like nothing better, Crutchet," re- 
sponded the young man. 

"Then do it without delay." 

"But I don't think she likes me. Ever since 
she went to the Mansion House she has been extra- 
ordinarily cool towards me — quite changed — 
and repels my advances in a way that almost dis- 
tracts me." 

"Don't be disheartened, sir. Put the question 
to her in a piain, straightforward, business-like 
manner that can't be misunderstood, and shell say 
*yes' readily enough, TU Warrant her." 

"I have put the question several times, Crutchet, 
and have been as constantly baffled. She won't 
give me a direct answer, so that I am just where 1/ 
was at first. For the last three months she has led 
me a pretty dance, and more than once IVe resolved 
to break with her, but I never can. I did think of 
absenting myself from the Mansion House to-day, 
but I should be wretched if I did so. Not having 
Seen much of her of late, you don't know what a 
fine lady she has become, and how surprisingly 



i 



170 THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 

handsome she looks. I almost wish she were not 
so good-looking, for she attracts a host of adinu*ers, 
and one of them may carry her off. It's true she 
has refused young Craeraft, and Mr. Deputy Hodges, 
and half a dozen others, I believe." 

"She'U refuse 'em all," rejoined Crutchet. "She 
means to have you, and no one eise — only she'U 
take her own time about it." 

"I wish I could persuade myself so," observed 
Tradescant; "but I can't free myself from anxiety." 

"It's the nature of lovers to be anxious, sir — 
at least, so IVe heard, for I can't speak from ex- 
perience, never having been in love myself. But 
cheer upl all will come right in the end." If you 
want an advocate with Miss Prue — though I don't 
think one can be needed — why don't you enlist 
your sister in your behalf?" 

"IVe tried to do so, but Milly declines to in- 
terfere." 

"Then, take my word, ifs a plan made up 
between 'em. Miss Prue is playing with you as a 
fisherman plays with a trout he has safely hooked 
— but try to escape, and she'll land you fast 
enough." 

"If I thought so! But noi I daren't make 

the attempt." 

<^ There was a pause, after which Crutchet remarked 
with some hesitation, "Talking of Miss Prue, sir, 
have you remarked that her brother is not quite so 
attentive to bnsiness as he used to be?" 
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"I have noticed the change, Crutchet — much to 
my regret — though IVe said nothing about it to 
you. I hope Herbert isn't going to take the part 
IVe thrown up." 

"Mercy on us! I hope not," exclaimed Crutchet, 
with a countenance of surprise and alarm. "But 
what makes you have any such fear?" 

"ril teil you. He has lately become intimate 
with Mr. Wilkes, Tom Potter, and the set who 
helped to get me into difficulties, and if he doesn't 
take care they'll entangle him." 

"He hasn't much to lose, that's one comfort, sir," 
observed Crutchet. 

"True," replied Tradescant; "but neither had I, 
and yet — I shame to say it! — I managed to get 
rid of a vast deal of money." 

"Mr. Herbert won't have the same chance, sir. 
I shan't lend him any." 

"I hope not, Crutchet. Take care of what 
youVe got, and never risk it again. But I sincerely 
trust he won't become a gamester, or take to 
dissolute ways. I regard him as a brother, and 
should feel it deeply if he went wrong." 

"I think you may make yourself easy about the 
gambling, sir. Mr. Herbert's a great deal too 
cautious, in my opinion, to play deeply, or to play 
at all. Neither do I think it likely, from his gen^ral 
habits, that he will plunge into any excesses, but 
what I lament is that he has begun to show a 
decided distaste for business — that he dresses more 
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extravagantly than he used to do, and gives himself 
more airs." 

"Bad Symptoms, Crutchet — bad Symptoms!" 
exclaimed Tradescant. After a pause, as if he had 
suddenly formed a resolution, he added, "I'U speak 
to him. Is he in the eounting-house now?" 

"Lord love you! no, sir — not hei He seldom 
makes his appearance before twelve o'clock, and not 
always then. But you'll find him in his own room, 
if you want to see him. His valet, Tiplady — your 
valet once, sir — came down a short time ago, to 
inquire for letters and the moming paper, and said 
his master was then at his toilette." 

"At his toilette at this hour! Why, he's as 
bad as I was. And then to think of his engaging 
that pert rascal, Tip, whom I was only too glad to 
get rid of I What does a man of business want with 
a valet?" 

"I'm sure I can't teil, sir," replied Crutchet. "I 
don't want one, and if I did, I should certainly 
never engage such a conceited coxcomb as Tip- 
lady." 

"Come with me to the silly fellow*s room, 
Crutchet, and let us try to reason him out of his 
foUy." 

"With all my heart, sir," replied the other. 
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VI. 

Tel MaStre, tel Yalet. 

SiNCE the Lord Mayor's removal to the Mansion 
House, a suite of handsome apartments had been 
allotted to Herbert, and in one of these Tradescant 
and Crutchet found Tiplady lolling upon a sofa, 
and reading the moming paper. The valet either 
did not hear them enter, or pretended not to do so, 
for he continued his occupation, until Tradescant 
called out, "When you have finished with the 
newspaper, sirrah, I will thank you to let your 
master know that Mr. Crutchet and myself desire to 
speak with him." 

"Pray excuse me, sir," replied the unabashed 
valet, springing to his feet and bowing. Tiplady, 
we may remark, was very smartly attired in one of 
the suits of clothes bestowed upon him by Tradescant. 
Still keeping his eye upon the paper, he went on: 
"I was reading the list of the eminent personages 
who kissed hands at St. James^s yesterday, on being 
created English peers. I delight in court news, sir. 
Shall I run over the list?" 

Tradescant replied by a gesture of impatience. 

"Here's a piece of intelligence that can't fail to 
interest you, sir," pursued the imperturbable valet. 
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" *Approaching Festivities AT THE Mansion House. 
The Easter Banquet, we understand, will be on a 
Scale of unprecedented magnificence. Their Royal 
Highnesses the Dukes of York and Cumberland, 
wiih the First Lord of the Treasury and the rest of 
the Cabinet Ministers, and several of the chief 
nobility, will honour the Lord Mayor with their 
Company on the occasion. The Ball to be given by 
the Lady Mayoress will be unusually brilliant.'" 

"Put down the paper, rascal, and do as I have 
bidden you," cried Tradescant. 

"Allow me to read you one more interesting 
Paragraph," persevered the valet. "This is worth 
listening to. *Cueious Confession — A Man 
WRONGFULLY iMPRisoNED. — James Archer, recently 
executed at Chester for forgery, confessed that the 
crime that weighed heaviest on his conscience was 
having been instrumental in causing the wrongful 
imprisonment of a fellow-clerk. As the circumstance 
occurred nearly forty years ago, and the unfortunate 
man is presumed to be dead, it is too late to make 
any reparation for the terrible injury done him.' 
There's more of it, sir." 

"I won't hear it," cried Tradescant, snatching 
the paper firom him. "Go to your master at once." 

"There's no sort of hurry, sir," replied Tiplady. 
"My master won't have done dressing for ten 
minutes." 

"Teil him I'm here, and that will make him 
more expeditious." 
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"I don't think it will, sir. He's neaxly as par- 
ticiüar about his toilette as you used to be when 

you were I beg pardon, sir — I was merely 

about to observe, that my master generally 4;akes 
bis time." 

"So do you, rascal," cried Tradescant, "and that 
of other people as well. Do as I bid you without 
delay, or I'U quicken your movements." 

"I'm extremely reluctant to disturb my master," 
rejoined Tiplady. "But I suppose I must do it." 

And moving leisurely towards tbe door of an 
inner Chamber, he went in. 

"And this is the way, I suppose, that that im- 
pudent puppy treated people when he served me," 
remarked Tradescant. "A proof, I fear, that in his 
master I shall find a reflex of my former seif." 

Crutchet said nothing, but shook his head 
ominously. 

At this moment Tiplady reappeared. 

"Just as I expected, sir," said the valet. "My 
master has made but little progress with his toilette, 
and will be obliged to detain you longer than may 
be agreeable. Some other time, perhaps, may suit 
you better. Excessively sorry, sir — excessively 
sorryl" he added, looking as if he wished to bow 
them out. 

But in this he was disappointed, for Tradescant 
threw himself on the sofa, saying, "I will wait. I 
mean to see him now." 



176 THE LORD MAYOR OP LONDON. 

"Quite right sir," observed Crutchet, in a tone 
of approval. 

"But my master is expecting a gentleman to 
cldl upon him every minute, sir — every minute," 
rejoined the valet. 

"The rascal evidently wants to get rid of us," 
observed Tradescant aside to Crutchet. "Harkye, 
sirrahl" he added to Tiplady. "Whom does your 
master expect? Mr. Potter, or Mr. Wilkes, eh?" 

"No, sir, but both those gentlemen were here 
yesterday. Odd, sir, that most of your old acquaint- 
ance should now be my master's acquaintance! But 
the gentleman he now expects is a stranger — a Mr. 
Winter — from Yorkshire, I believe, sir." 

"Winter! I never heard of him," rejoined 
Tradescant. "Who and what is he?" 

"Oh lud, sir, I can't enlighten you; but I believe 
he's elderly, and my master told me to be par- 
ticularly civil to him — that's all I know." 

"Well, perhaps we shall see him," observed 
Tradescant. 

"Then you are determined to wait, sir?" 

"Quite determined. I shan't stir tili I see your 
master." 

"Very good, sir. But suppose^Mr. Winter should 
come?" 

"Suppose he should I Show him into another 
room." 

"Contrary to Orders, sir. I was expressly told 
to bring him here. If you want a private inter- 
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view, I would really recommend you to postpone it 
to a more convenient opportunity. After my master 
has done with Mr. Winter, he is going with Sir 
Felix Bland to St. Mary-axe, to call on Mrs. Wal- 
worth and her daughter." 

"What! has he renewed his intimacy with them?" 
cried Tradescant. 

"Perhaps I ought not to have mentioned it," 
replied Tiplady; "but i'falth! my master is very 
attentive to Miss Walworth, and it wouldn't sur- 
prise me,*" taking out a snuff-box and helping him- 
self to a pinch of rappee, "it wouldn't surprise me 
if they made a match of it, after all." 

"•But it would surprise me, rascal," cried Trades- 
cant, angrily. "And I desire you won't take any 
more liberties with your master's name, or with that 
of any lady with whom he may be acquainted. 
Leave the room instantly, sir." 

And seeing he was in eamest, the valet thought 
proper to comply, though he marched out very con- 



"I hope this last piece of Information is not 
correct," observed Tradescant. "I should be sorry 
if Herbert were to marry Alice Tijjilworth. I had 
other views in regard to him." 

"I can partly guess what they were," said 
Crutchet; "and I trust they may yet be realised." 

At this moment the door of the inner room 
opened, and the young gentleman under discussion 
came forth. 
ne lord Mayor of London. /T, \^ 
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vn. 

In which Tradescant reads Herbert a Lectare. 

Herbert looked extremelj well, and had now 
quite the air of a man of fashion. There was no 
foppery in his manner, but he was attired in a light- 
blue velvet coat laced with silver, and having silver 
button-boles, and tbe rest of his costume was equally 
elegant. 

"I must apologise for detaining you," he said, 
saluting them, "but I was in the very midst of my 
toilette when yon were announced." 

"I must compliment you upon the result, Herbert," 
replied Tradescant. "You put us quiet folk to shame. 
You and I seem to have changed parts like two actors 
in a comedy." 

"Faith, it looks very much like it," replied 
Herbert. "Your former valet, Tip, is now my 
valet. Your former tailor, Buckmaster, is now my 
tailor. Your ^seur, Le Gros, is my perruquier. 
And some of your old friends are now my friends." 

"The latter, I fear, will do you no good," replied 
Tradescant, gravely. "You once cautioned me against 
them, Herbert, and in retum I caution you." 

"I find them very amusing," said Herbert. 

"Fe«, they are amusing, I admit, but therein lies 
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the danger. They'll soon laugh you out of your 
good habits and principles, lead you into a hundred 
needless expenses, make you ashamed of your 
business, and teach you to game." 

"Oh no, tbeyVe tried that," replied Herbert, 
"but it won't do with me. Now and then, indeed^ 
I play a rubber at whist — but never for more than 
guinea points." 

"Guinea points!" exclaimed Crutchet, Holding 
up bis hands. "Monstrous!" 

"And tben I never bet — so I can't lose mucb." 

"Exeuse me, Herbert," said Tradescant, with 
increasing gravity, "if I venture to teil you that 
your present mode of life is irreconcilable with the 
Situation you occupy in this house, and that some- 
thing more is expected from you by my father than 
you seem inclined to perform." 

"Very justly remarked, sir — very justly re- 
marked," observed Crutchet. 

"Really, my dear Tradescant," said Herbert, in 
a careless tone, "if the object of your visit was 
merely to read me a lecture, you needn't have given 
yourself the trouble to wait so long. Any other 
time would have done for its delivery. You manage 
the concem so admirably yourself, that I am relieved 
from the necessity of any particular attention to it." 

"There you're wrong, sir," observed Crutchet. 
"There's plenty for you to do, if you will but 
do it." 

"I am fuUy equal to the management of the 

Vi* 
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concem, Herbert," said Tradescant, "but that is not 
the point. Tou must either work or play — take 
your choice. My father, as you are aware, at the 
end of the year, contemplates taking you into 
partnership — or rather, I imagine, retiring, and 
leaving the concem to me and you. Self-interest, 
then, must make it clear that you are pursuing 
the wrong course at present, and may forfeit the 
Chance." 

"I am greatly beholden to my uncle for his con- 
sideration," pursued Herbert, "and also to you, 
Tradescant; but I scarcely think I shall take ad- 
vantage of the offer." 

"What, decline a partnership in one of the first 
houses in the City!" exclaimed Crutchet. "Such 
foUy is incredible." 

"What on earth do you mean to do?" demanded 
Tradescant. 

"HumI — I hardly know. Perhapa marry." 

"Go through the same process that I did with 
Alice Walworth, eh — and experience the same 
result?" 

"No, I shall go more prudently to work than 
you did. So you have heard that I have renewed 
my intimacy in that quarter, eh? Alice and I have 
made up our differences, and are better friends than 
ever." 

"And can you really think of marrying her, 
Serbert?'' 
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"Why not? You once thought of marrying her 
yourself. I needn't specify her recommendations." 

"She won't suit you. Better stick to business. 
In due time, I have no doubt, you will find a 
Buitable wife, calculated to make you happy." 

"Excellent advice, sir!" exclaimed Crutchet, 
approvingly. "It does me good to hear you talk 
thus." 

"It makes me smile," observed Herbert. "To 
speak truth, I'm not so fond of business as I used 
to be. I cannot spend all my life in a counting- 
house, talking to book-keepers and shopmen, exa- 
mining accounts, and occupying myself with stupid 
correspondence. Upon my soul, I can't do it." 

"Hear me, Herbert," said Tradescant. "I give 
you my word that I was never half so happy in my 
days of indolence and so-called luxury as I am now. 
Formerly I was listless and indifiterent to everything, 
and required constant excitement of the strengest 
kind to rouse me into life. Pleasure palled upon 
me. Then, I could hardly get through the day — 
now, it is too short for what I have to do. Having 
become practically aware of the diflFerence between 
an idle and active existence, even as a£Pecting the 
spirits, to say nothing of the beneficial results of 
the latter course, I wouldn't be what I was again 
for worlds. You don't believe me now, but you'U 
find it out in time." 

"Well, perhaps I may," said Herbert. 

"What a change for the worse, to be aurel" 
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groaned Crutchet. "Why, when you first entered 
the couuting-house, which you now profess to dislike 
so much, I thought we had got a treasure, and I 
told your uncle so. *Mr. Herbert's a steady, hard- 
working young man, sir,' I said to him-, *he'll make 
bis way in the world.' What sort of character must 
I give you now?" 

"Just such as I deserve," replied Herbert, 
laughing; "neither better nor worse. Don't conceal 
anything from my uncle, I beg of you." 

"Must I teil him you have become too fine to 
ttend to the shop; that you come late and leave 
early; that you have ceased to look into the books 
and reply to the correspondence; that you scarcely 
deign to speak to the book-keepers, and never 
address the shopmen or 'prentices? Shall I teil him 
all this?" 

"Teil him whatever you please, Crutchet," replied 
Herbert,- indiflFerently. 

"Tben I know what the result will be," observed 
Crutchet. "Be advised by me. Change your plans. 
It won't do, sir — it won*t do." 

"Is this the way the worthy fellow used to preach 
to you formerly, Tradescant?" inquired Herbert. "If 
so, no wonder you found him a bore." 

"Mercy on usl that this dreadful malady should 
break out in another member of the family ! " mentally 
ejaculated Crutchet. 

"It has been one of my chief regrets that I so 
Utile beeded what Mr. Crutchet said to me," said 
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Tradescant, in a tone of stem rebuke; "but if you 
bave any regard for my father's good opinion, you 
will alter your present mode of life." 

"I have the greatest regard for my uncle," replied 
Herbert, "and should be sorry to sink in bis opinion. 
But I have no idea of deceiving bim, and, tbere- 
fore, beg Mr. Crutcbet to teil bim tbe exact trutb 
respecting me." 

"I should be loth to communicate such disagree- 
able intelligence to Sir Gresham, sir. I know it 
would greatly surprise and shock bim." 

"I am sure it would," said Tradescant. "As 
long as possible he must be spared the pain of the 
disclosure. I therefore forbid you to say anything 
about it to him for the present, Crutcbet. Herbert, 
it is to be hoped, will not be so ill-advised as to 
destroy bis future prospects. I must get your sister 
to exert her influence over you," he added to bis 
cousin. 

"Prue is aware of my dislike to the business," 
observed Herbert; "and she is also aware of my 
intention to withdraw from the concem." 

"But she cannot approve of such a step?" cried 
Tradescant, in surprise. 

"She does not express any opinion. She leaves 
me to act as I think proper." 

"You amaze me! She cannot be indiflFerent on a 
point of such vital importance to yourself She must 
know that you are throwing away a fortune, and 
that you have nothing eise to fall back upon." 
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"Nothing, except a wealthy marriage,'' rejoined 
Herbert, laughing. "She knows all; and has perfect 
confidence in my judgment." 

"More than I have," muttered Crutchet. 

At this moment the door was opened by Tip- 
lady, who announced Mr. Winter. 
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VIIL 

Mr. Winter. 

The elderly individual who entered the room 
immediately after this annonncement, had quite the 
air of a country gentleman. His round, ruddy 
countenance, redolent of bealth and good humour, 
bis old-fashioned gold-laced cocked-hat, his piain 
bob-wig, his ample cravat, bis loose green weatber- 
stained riding-coat, and brown top-boots, wbich had 
evidently seen some service, proclaimed bis condition. 
Thougb evidently nearer seventy than sixty, be did 
not seem to bave an ailment, but looked good for 
another ten years. From the jovial expression of 
bis features, and the portliness of bis person, it was 
clear be was no enemy to good cbeer, but be must 
bave managed by bard exercise — on borseback no 
doubt — to set gout and other disorders at defiance. 
The sonorousness of bis voice and the beartiness of 
the laugbter in wbich be constantly indulged showed 
that bis lungs were unimpaired. His features were 
bandsome and prepossessing, and it was really 
pleasant to look upon such a hearty, bUarious old 
fellow. He carried a gold-beaded cane, but more 
for Ornament than use (probably, in lieu of the 
customary riding-whip), since it was manifest^ firom 
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his erect carriage and the sturdiness of Ms galt, that 
he did not need its support. 

On entering, he took off his cocked-hat, and 
bowed to each of the Company. 

"Welcome, sir! — welcome to town!" Herbert 
cried, hastening towards him, and shaking hands 
with him very heartily. "I hope you have had a 
pleasant joumey." 

"Pretty middling, lad, pretty middling," replied 
the old gentleman. "Two days in a po'-chaise is 
more than I can stand. I made the lads drive as 
fast as they could, but they had but poor cattle. Eot 
me! if I was ever so tired in my days, IVe not got 
the stiffness out of my legs and back yet. I was 
stopped by the Flying Highwayman near Bamet. 
The rogue got ten guineas out of me, but I managed 
to hide my pocketbook. He rode a thorough-bred 
bay — a racer, I should think, by the look of him. 
The horse took my fancy so much that I offered to 
buy him, but the rascal swore he wouldn't seil him 
for a thousand pounds. Maybe, the horse was worth 
that to him. Gad! how I wished for my blunder- 
buss to settle accounts with the villain. However, 
here I am, safe and sound, and ready to take my 
seat in the House. You heard of the result of the 
contest? Two hundred ahead of my Opponent, Sir 
Mark Coverdale. Think of that, my boy. And how 
are you, Herbert? Oddsflesh! theyVe smartened you 
up in Lunnun. Why, you're grown quite a beAU — 
ha! ha} hal" 
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And be burst into a laugb, so loud and boister- 
ous as to prevent reply from Herbert. On recover- 
ing bimself, the cid gentleman went on; "Body o' 
me! bow Lunnun is cbanged to be sure! Wben I 
first caught sigbt of tbe great smoky City from 
Higbgate-bill, I tbougbt tbe place looked just as I 
bad left it upwards of forty years ago, but as I 
sallied fortb from tbe Saracen^s Head tbis moming 
to look about me, bang me if I knew wbere I was, 
or wbicb way to go — everytbmg seemed so stränge. 
Bow Cburcb, it's true, looks mucb as it did — and 
tbis bouse doesn't seem greatly cbanged — I recoUect 
it in old Tradescant's days — but fartber on, wben 
I looked for Stocks-market, wbere I used to buy 
strawbferries and cberries wben a boy, and stare at 
old Eöwley's statue over tbe conduit, wben I looked 
for tbe old place I found tbe Mansion House. Now, 
tbe Mansion House may be a fine building — it is a 
very fine building — but I would ratber bave seen 
tbe old market." 

Tbere was sometbing in Mr. Winter's voiee, 
looks, and manners, tbat produeed an indescribable 
efPect upon Tradescant. He fancied be bad seen bim 
before, but as tbe old gentleman declared be bad not 
been in town for upwards of forty years, tbat was 
impossible. Again, on scrutinising Mr. Winter^s 
features, be tbougbt be could trace a likeness be- 
tween bim and Herbert, and even between tbe old 
gentleman and bis own fatber — but tbis must surely 
be imaginary. 
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But if Tradescant was puzzled, Crutchet was 
still more so. From the moment of the stranger's 
entrance, his curiosity had been strongly excited 
conceming him. Keeping his eyes upon him, he 
listened attentively to all Mr. Winter said, and the 
old gentleman's observations increased his astonish- 
ment and perplexity. 

At last he whispered to Tradescant, "If I didn't 
know your oncle, Godfrey Lorimer, was dead, I 
should declare he was standing before us." 

"Oddsflesh! Herbert, you are mighty well lodged 
here, I must say," observed Mr. Winter, glancing 
admiringly roond the room. "Ah! there's a portrait 
of Sir Gresham over the fireplace I perceive; very 
like, I'll be sworn, though I haven't seen him since 
he was younger than you are. And how is he? — 
how is your worthy uncle?" 

"Never better, sir — he bears the fatigues of 
Office wonderfuUy well," replied Herbert. "But allow 
me to present you to his son," he added, leading 
the old gentleman towards the others. "Tradescant, 
give me leave to introduce to you Mr. Winter — my 
matemal uncle and guardian." 

"His matemal uncle!" mentally ejaculated Trades- 
cant; "that explains the likeness I detected between 
the old gentleman and himself, but not between the 
old gentleman and my father. Sir, I am very glad 
to see you — very glad indeed," he added, shaking 
hands cordially with Mr. Winter. 

"/Sir, 70U are exceedingly obliging," rejoined the 
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other. "Let me look at you for a moment," he 
added, scanning the young man's features. "Ay, ay, 
a handsome lad," he muttered, "a handsome lad! 
but not mach of a Lorimer — must be like bis 
mother. IVe heard of you, su*, from my — from 
Herbert here — but zookers! you don't answer a bit 
to the description. He told me you were a huck of 
the first head, but oddsflesh! Herbert looks the bigger 
bück of the two — ha! ha!" 

And he burst into one of his uproarious fits of 
laughter. 

"That was some time ago, sir — when I first 
came to town," interposed Herbert, as soon as he 
could. "Tradescant is very much changed since 
then." 

"So it seems," replied Winter. "And so you 
are very much changed — but not in the same way 
— since you left Yorkshire." 

"I hope you don't disapprove of my ötyle of 
dress, sir?" said Herbert. 

"Humph! — k la, mode, no doubt — but I like 
Tradescant's better. Beg pardon, young gentleman, 
I'm taking great liberty with your name — but it's 
my way." 

"No liberty at all, Mr. Winter. I look upon you 
as a relation — as almost an uncle." 

"Gad, sir, you do me great honour. I should 
be proud to call you nephew. Herbert didn't speak 
half so favourably of you as he ought." 

"Sir, I beg — " cried the young man referred to. 
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"Not half SO favourably as Prue," pursued Winter, 
disregarding the interruption; "and I find she was 
much nearer the trnth." 

"Did she give me a good character, sir?" cried 
Tradescant. "I set the greatest value upon Prue's 
good opinion." 

"rU teil you what she said," rejoined Winter. 
"She described you, as Herbert did, as a very fine 
gentleman, somewhat addicted to gaming, and rather 
too fond of pleasure; but she added — which Herbert 
didn't — that you were certain to reform. And I 
perceive by the sobriety of your dress and deport- 
ment that the girl was right." 

"Sir," broke in Crutchet, unable to restrain him- 
self, "I have the pleasure to inform you that Mr. 
Tradescant Lorimer is entirely reformed. There isn't 
a steadier young gentleman than he is, or a better 
man of business, in Cheapside, or in the whole city 
of London. I wish I could say as much for your 
nephew and ward, Mr. Herbert." 

"Why, zoundsl you dog, — what's this I hear?" 
cried Winter, turning to Herbert, with a comical 
expression of anger. "Aren't you steady? Don't 
you attend to business? — don't you stick to the 
Shop, eh?" 

"I have made the discovery, sir, that a mer- 
cantile life is not exactly my vocation," rejoined 
Herbert. "Nature never intended me for a draper." 

"And what the deuce did nature intend you 
£oT?^^ demanded Winter, pretending to be still ö^e 

\ 
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enraged. "For a useless, worthless, idle, trifling 
puppy, eh? Is pleasure your vocation, sirrah? Why, 
you told me your worthy uncle had taken you into 
the concem, and meant to make you a partner if 
you conducted yourself properly." 

"Very true, sir — so he did. I am still in the 
concem; but I own I don't like the business." 

"Oh! you're too proud for it, eh? YouVe got 
some fine acquaintances, I make no doubt, who twit 
you about the shop — " 

"That's it, sir — that's it," cried Crutchet. "No 
one could promise better than Mr. Herbert; but he 
has rather disappointed us of late. Mr. Tradescant 
and I were just remonstrating with him when you 
came in." 

"Never fear! I'll work a change in him. I'U 
bring him to his senses," cried Winter, "winking at 
Herbert. 

"I'm glad to hear you speak so confidently, sir," 
observed Crutchet. "Nothing has been said to Sir 
Gresham. If Mr. Herbert will but attend, all may 
yet be right." 

"Oddsflesh! TU make him," cried Winter, shaking 
his stick at Herbert. "This is the argument I shall 
employ. But whom have I the pleasure of address- 
ing?" 

"Tobias Crutchet, at your service, sir — for many 
years assistant to Sir Gresham." 

"What, Old Bow Beils!" exclaimed Winter. 
"Glad to see you, sir. Shake hands." 
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"I think, sir, weVe met before," said Crntchet, 
giving his band respectfully to the cid gentleman; 
"but it must have been a long time ago, since youVe 
not been in London — as I beard you remark just 
now — for upwards of forty years, and IVe never 
been out of it at all." 

"If we ever bave met before, Mr. Crutcbet, it 
must bave been when we were a good deal younger 
tban we now are, that's certain," rejoined "Winter; 
"but IVe beard of you from Prue. Sbe told me of 
your nickname, and it tickled my fancy amazingly. 
Is it possible youVe never been out of Lunnun, 
eh?" 

"Never beyond the sound of Bow Beils, sir," re- 
joined Crutcbet; "and never sball be — if I can belp 
it — to my dying day. Fm a tborougb Cockney, 
and persuade myself tbere can be notbing balf so 
pleasant as tbis crowded city. But I grieve over 
some cbanges. For instance, I miss Stocks-market." 

"Ay, so do I, Bow Beils. Excuse me, but I 
like tbe name. You remember the old statue over 
the conduit — Charles the Second — Sobieski? — 
ha! ha! ha! IVe often laughed at it with Gresham — 
Zounds! what am I talking about?" 

"Have you been to Bucklersbury, sir?" inquired 
Crutcbet. 

"Ay, to be sure — no — why do you ask?'' 
cried Winter, getting very red in the face. 

"I thought you would like to see the old house. 
It^B BtiW there, sir." 
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Crutchet watched the eflfect of this remark, and 
secretly enjoyed the cid gentleman^s confusion. Mr. 
Winter, however, made no reply, but tuming to 
Herbert, said, "I thought Prue was to be here. Isn't 
she Coming?" 

"I expect her every moment," rejoined the young 
man. '^Ah! here she is!" he added, as the door was 
opened by Tiplady, and Prue and Milly entered the 
room. 



TAa Lord Mayor of London, //. ^ 
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IX 



In which Tradescant and Grutchet are still more puzzled by the Old 
Gentleman. 



Uttering an exclamation of delight, Prue flew 
towards the old gentleman, who caught her in his 
arms, and kissed her afPectionately. 

"How fond she seems of her uncle, sir," re- 
marked Cnitchet in a low voice to Tradescant. 

"Her uncle I hang me! if I know what to think 
of it," rejoined the young man. 

"And so you are come at last, sir?" said Prue, 
in a tone of playful reproach, as she disengaged 
herseif from the old gentleman's embrace. "You 
ought to have been here three months ago." 

"I know I ought, lass," replied Winter. "But 
IVe had so much to do at Sutton that I couldn't 
get away for the life of me. And latterly there has 
been this confounded election — that took up a 
month, besides costing a mint of money." 

"You don't want excuses, I find, sir. However, 
Fm enchanted to hear of your retum for the East 
Riding, and not sorry you did delay your joumey 
to town. My time has passed most delightfuUy at 
the Mansion House — such splendid banquets — 
ßucb grani balls — such lece^tioua — such brilliant 
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Company — everybody you ever heard of, er could 
desire to see ^ — and the Lord Mayor is so kind, and 
so generous — and such a dear good uncle — and 
I love him so mach — he thinks of evorything, 
even to one's very dresses. This was his last pre- 
sent. 'Tis what we call an Italian Polonese. How 
do you like it, sir?" 

"I can't teil," replied the old gentleman. "What 
you say about the Lord Mayor makes my eyes 
water. I long to see him, and thank him for all 
his goodness. How does he look, lass? — does he 
wear well, eh?" 

, "Wear well! Yes, sir. He looks as hearty as 
you do — I can't say more." 

"Ay, but Tm his senior by seven years — " 

"Hush! sir," exclaimed Prue, placing her fingers 
on her lips. 

"Zooks! I was very near letting the cat out of 
the bag!" rejoined the old gentleman, with a laugh. 

"Did you mark that, sir?" whispered Crutchet 
to Tradescant. " Your uncle Oodfrey was just seven 
years older than your father." 

"Now I can look at you, lass," cried Winter, 
examining Prue's attire. "An Italian Polonese, eh? 
By the maskins! but it's woundy fine. You'U as- 
tonish them when you go back to Sutton Hall." 

"But Fm not going back to Sutton Hall — not 
at present, at all events," she replied. "The Lord 
Mayor doesn't want to part with me, and I can't 
tear myself from the Mansion Hoose." 
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"I'm not surprised, considering its attractions," 
rejoined Winter; "but in mj opinion it's something 
stronger even than the Mansion House attractions 
that makes you desire to stay. But who's the lovely 
girl youVe got with you? Stayl don't teil me! let 
me guess — either I'm no judge, er 'tis Milly!" 

"You are right, sir, it is Milly," replied the 
young lady in question. "And very glad I am to 
See you." 

"I feit sure I couldn't be mistaken," said Winter, 
kissing her. "Excuse me, my dear. It's a way we 
old fellows have in Yorkshire." 

"Oh! sir, you're quite welcome. Tm not at all 
oflFended," replied Milly, playfuUy presenting her 
cheek to him. 

"Zounds! then TU have another," he cried, kiss- 
ing her again. 

"Miss Milly's in the plot. I told you so, sir. 
She knows him," whispered Crutchet to Tradescant. 

"You described Milly so exactly, Prue," pursued 
Winter, "that I knew her in a moment — but you 
said she was rather timid and shy. Now, I don't 
find her so at all." 

"I ought not to be shy with you, sir," said 
Milly, smiling. 

"No, i'faith," cried Winter. "Fm a sort of 
uncle, you know — your aunt's brother, that's it — 
ha! ha! IVe explained the relationship to Tra- 
descant, " ie added, with a wink. 
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"Oh! then he understands it?" said Prue, 
laughing. 

"Perhaps better than you think," mentally eja» 
culated Tradescant 

"I suppose, my dear, there would be no use in 
asking you to come and see us in Yorkshire? ob- 
served Winter to Milly. "You won't like such a 
dull life as ours, after all the gaieties of the Mansion 
House. And yet we might be able to oflFer you 
some amusement in tbe autumn. Yorkshire is a 
fine county, and Sutton Hall is a beautiful old place 
— though I say it that should not — einbosomed in 
noble woods — with the Ouse flowing through the 
park — and we're only ten miles from York — so 
you can drive there as often as you please." 

"What the deuce does he mean?" muttered 
Crutchet. "Godfrey Lorimer could never be mem- 
ber for the East Riding of Yorkshire, have an old 
hall, and a well-timbered park with the Ouse flowing 
through it. I'm perplexed again." 

"Will you come and see us at Sutton, my dear?" 
said the old gentleman to Milly. * 

"With the greatest pleasure," she replied. "Your 
description of the place enchants me. Prue has often 
talked to me about the old house, and has made me 
long to behold it. "IVe never tried the country, 
but I'm sure I should like it better than town." 

"Ay, that you will," cried Winter. "Oddsflesh! 
you don't know half the ple^ÄOPtstofi^/Coimtry life; 
but ni givo you^.a^tkäte ot^Ji^ms^ rlfe'.flTO^you 
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pkitty of recreation« You sball hont, conrse^ pmctise 
archery, angle — manage the flower-garden, add the 
bees, and tbe poultry and doves, and bave an easy- 
going nag to ride upon." 

"Cbarming!" exclaimed Milly. "Ererything 
you mention is to my taste. I quite long to be at 
Sutton." 

"WbatI can you tear yourself away from the 
Mansion House?^^ 

"Country life and country encbantments, such as 
you paint tbem, would please me infinitely more, sir." 

^'Tben as soonas tbe Session is over, if tbe Lord 
Mayor will spare you, you sball go down witb me. 
Since Prue is so enamoured of «tbe Mansion House, 
sbe may remain bebind, but as Herbert doesn^t like 
business, be sball go witb us.^^ 

"You must cxcuse me, sir. I can't leave town." 

"Heyday! wbafs tbis!" cried Winter. "Not 
leave town — but you sball, sir. Wbat's tbe mean- 
ing of tbat smile? YouVe got some scbeme afoot" 

"ßigbt, sir. I*m tbinking of marrying." 

"Marrying!" exclaimed Winter. "You'll ask 
my consent, I bope. And pray, sir, wbo are you 
tbinking of marrying?" 

"Tbe daugbter of a wealtby bosier in St. Mary- 
axe, Alice Walworth by name. A veiry pretty girl, 
witb a plum to her fortune." 

"Pretty, certainly," observed Prue, "but a down- 
rigbt coquette, as Herbert knows from experience, 
ßince be bas already been jilted by her." 
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"Ha! how was that?" inquired Winter. 

"Ifs too long a story to teil now, sir," rejoined 
Prae, "but the sum of it is, that after encouraging 
Herbert, Alice Walworth engaged herseif to Tra- 
descant, who had a narrow escape of being made 
miserable for life; and now Herbert has been foolish 
enough to renew bis suit, cbiefly by the representa- 
tions of a ßilly old alderman, Sir Felix Bland." 

"I see! I see! the plum is the sole attraction, 
eh? The dog is a fortune-hunter." 

"Let him deny it if he can," said Prue. 

"I shan't attempt to deny it, sir," rejoined 
Herbert. "I don't profess any extraordinary aflFec- 
tion for the girl. But my excellent friend Sir Felix 
Bland — a very shrewd, sensible man of the wbrld, 
whatever Prue may allege to the contrary, and who 
knows Alice intimately — assures me she haa many 
channing qualities, and is decidedly the greatest 
catch in the City." 

"A fiddlestick's end for her charming qualitiesi 
She may be a great catch, bat she shan^t catch you. 
You shan't marry her, sir." 

"Pray don't be so peremptory, sir. Suspend 
your judgment tili you see her." 

"Not a moment. I have other views for you." 

Here Sir Felix Bland was announced by Tiplady. 

"I*m glad Sir Felix is come," cried Herbert. 
"Hell soon make you alter your opinion, sir." 

"No he won't," replied the old gentleman, re- 
solutely. "You shan't have her, I teil you." 
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X. 

In which Tradescant appeals to Mr. Winter. 

The little alderman was in raptures at beholding 
the young ladies, and of course directed his first 
attentions to them, overwhelming them with high- 
flown compliments and adulation. 

"Upon my word, Miss Prue," he said, "I have 
to Charge you with great cruelty. You inflict wounds 
with those bright ejres that can't be cured — except 
by yourself. A score of my friends are dying for 
you, and they all declare you won't take compassion 
upon them. I can't teil how it is that so many of 
your admirers come to me. They will have it that 
I possess an influence with you, though I assure them 
to the contrary." 

"There you are wrong, Sir Felix. You have 
great influence with me, and if I could be persuaded 
to listen to any of those gentlemen it would be by 
you." 

"Then let me be the deputy of three deputies 
— to wit, Mr. Deputy Hodge, Mr. Deputy Wadling, 
and Mr. Deputy Sidebottom. May I give one of 
them a hope?" 

"No, Sir Felix — not the slightest." 

"Ahl I see how it is — heart pre-occupied. I 
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must find out the fortunate individual. Whoever he 
may be he is greatly to be envied." 

"Ä very gallant old gentleman," observed Winter, 
who had been Kstening to the discourse. 

"A stranger, I perceive," said Sir Felix, noticing 
Winter. "Who is he?" 

"Mr. Winter, my uncle and guardian," replied 
Prue. "Permit me to present him to you." 

And she did the honours accordingly. 

"Most happy to make your acquaintance, my 
dear Mr. Winter," said Sir Felix, after the intro- 
duction had taken place. "From the country, I 
presume, sir?" 

"From Yorkshire, sir," replied the old gentle- 
man — "just arrived — come to Lunnun to take 
my seat in parliament, and look after these young 
folks — ha! ha!" 

"Very right, my dear sir — very right. I am 
sure it must gratify a kindly nature like yours — 
for your nature is evidently kindly, Mr. Winter — 
to find them looking so well. Your niece is greatly 
admired, and has made a hundred conquests, and as 
to your nephew, I might say more in his praise if 
he weren't present. AUow me to oflFer you a pinch 
of snuflF, my dear Mr. Winter. Your nephew is 
destined to cut a figure in the world. A fortune 
lies before him — a great fortune. He's likely to 
make an excellent match — to carry oflF one of the 
wealthiest of our City belies. D'ye take, my dear 
sir?" 
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"YeB, I take," replied the old gentleman, rather 
gruffly. "All this sounds verjr fine, Sir Felix. But 
there happens to be a material objection. IVe got 
some one eise in view for him." 

"Pooh! my dear sir, this is straining your power 
as guardian rather too far. Your nephew will have 
a right to complain. You must allow him to decide 
for himself on a point where his happiness is con- 
cemed." 

"Why, so he shall, but if he doesn't decide as I 
wish him, ra dis— " 

"Hold, sir," cried Herbert, checking him. "All 
I ask you is to see Alice Walworth and judge." 

"Yes, see her and judge," said Sir Felix. "I 
know what your verdict will be. A testy old 
curmudgeon," he added, Walking aside with Herbert. 
"But we'll gel over his objections. But how comes 
it you never told me you had a guardian — and 
such a guardian as this old fellow — a member of 
parliament, eh?" 

"111 explain all at a more convenient oppor- 
tunity," replied Herbert. 

"And so you have made a great many con- 
quests, eh, Prue?" said Winter, tuming towards her. 

"More than Sir Felix has mentioned, sir," ob- 
served Tradescant, joining them. 

"Ah, indeedl" exclaimed the old gentleman, 
looking hard at him. "Whom has Sir Felix ne- 
glected to mention?" 

"Perhaps Prue will teil you herseif, sir." 
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"Nay, Fm sure I don^t know," replied the young 
lady, laughing. "Several persona have tried to 
persuade me they are in love with me, bat I didn^t 
believe them." 

"Oddsbobs, girl!" exclaimed Winter, "I believe 
you are growing a coquette." 

"Not I, in truth, sir," she rejoined. "You mustn^t 
blame me if I don't believe all I hear. I don't trifle 
with any one's affections." 

"There I must flatly contradict you, Prue," said 
Tradescant. "You trifle sadly with mine. You 
won't give me an answer." 

"How can I give you one, when I canH make 
up my mind?" she replied. "You would not be 
content with *No,' and I'm not prepared to say 
*Ye8.'" 

"Then I must appeal to your guardian to bring 
you to a decision," said Tradescant. "When he 
leams how devotedly attached I am to you, and 
how anxiously I have striven to approve my love, 
I am sure he will espouse my cause.'* 

"Ay, that I will — heartily," replied Winter. 
"You speak out like a man. Prue's not the girl I 
take her ft)r, if she doesn't decide in your favour." 

"But you have always indulged me, sir, and let 
me have my own way — so I must have it now," 
she rejoined, playfiilly. 

"Thiß is ever the case, sir," cried Tradescant, 
with a look of disappointment. "Impossible to bring 
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her to the point. Your authority may do it, sir — 
nothing eise can." 

"The girl has some object, I can see," thought 
Winter. "I mustn't interfere with her. My 
authority," he added aloud. "Oddsflesh! Fve no 
control over her. She always does what she likes. 
But thus much 111 say, if she won't have you, she 
shall have no one eise — with my consent, at all 
events." 

"That's saying a great deal too much, sir," re- 
joined Prue, laughing. "You exercise undue coer- 
cion." 

"Why not give the lad a direct answer?" de- 
manded Winter. 

"I'm not bound to offer reasons for anything I 
do|," she replied. "I claim my sex's privilege of 
irresponsibility. If I am pressed now, my decision 
may be unfavourable. Leave me to myself, and my 
consent may possibly — mind, I only say possibly 
— be won. But a good deal depends — " 

"Upon what?" cried Tradescant. 

"Upon Herbert. If he marries Alice Walworth, 
I shan't marry at all." 

"If that's the only difficulty, I'll answer for its 
removal," observed Winter. 

At this moment the door again opened, and Mr. 
Candish entered the room. He stopped on seeing 
it so fall of Company, and seemed half inclined to 
withdraw. 
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XI. 

Disclosures. 

"Gad a mercy!" exclaimed Winter, staring at 
Candish as if thunderstruck, "who's that?" 

"One of my father's household," replied Trades- 
cant. "Do you want me, Mr. Candish?" 

"Yes, sir," replied the person addressed. "I 
have been to the counting-house, and was told you 
were in Mr. Herbert's room, so I came here in 
search of you. IVe a note for you from tlie Lord 
Mayor." 

"Give it me," replied Tradescant. 

Candish stepped towards him, but on perceiving 
Mr. Winter he started, and stood as if transfixed. 
The note dropped from his grasp. 

On his part, Winter looked equally surprised, 
and they remained gazing at each other for some 
moments in speechless astonishment. 

At last, by a great effort, and as if shaking off 
some potent spell which had chained his faculties, 
Candish moved away, and, going up to Herbert, 
Said, in a low voice, "You told me your father was 
dead. Who, then, is this?" 

"The old gentleman, you mean. He is Mr. 
Winter — my mother's brother." 
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"Are you quite sure of it?" demanded Candish. 

"You ask me a question, and I give you an 
answer," rejoined the young man. "If you doubt 
me, address Mr. Winter himself." 

Meantime, Winter having in some measure re- 
covered from bis astonishment, interrogated Trades- 
cant about Candisb, but leamt notbing to satisfy bis 
curiosity. 

"I sbould like to bave a word witb bim," be 
Said. 

"By all means," replied Tradescant. "Mr. 
Candisb," be caUed, "here is a gentleman, Mr. 
Winter, wbo desires to speak to you." 

"I am at Mr. Winter's Service," replied Candish, 
Coming towards tbem. By tbis time be bad quite 
regained bis composure. 

"Pray excuse my carelessness " be added, pick- 
ing up tbe note and delivering it to Tradescant 
"I don't know wbat came over me just now." 

"We'U leave you togetber," seid Tradescant, re- 
tiring witb tbe rest. 

"You call yourself Candisb," said one cid gentle- 
man to tbe otber, "but it won't do. I know wbo 
you are." 

"And you call yourself Winter," rejoined tbe 
otber old gentleman. "But I know who you are." 

"Wbat's tbe motive of tbis disguise?" demanded 
Winter. 

^^Wb&fs your moÜT^?" TC^yAiÄd \X\ft Qtbier, 
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"Mine is the gratification of my daughter's 
whim," Said Winter. 

"Mine is no whim — but I don't care to divulge 
my motive," said Candish. 

"I thought you were dead," observed Winter. 

"And I inade sure you were," rejoined Candish. 

"How has the world used you?" inquired Winter. 

"Very badly, until of late," replied Candish. 
"To judge fröm appearances, it has used you well 
enough." 

"Ay, ay, I married well — a Yorkshire heiress — 
mistress of Sutton Park — and changed my name." 

"And dropped all your old friends and relations. 
Not surprising — *tis the way of the world. I 
changed my name, too — not because I was ashamed 
of my relations, but because they might reasonably 
enough have been ashamed of me^ 

"You do me an injustice, Lorry. Heaven knows, 
I was never ashamed of my relations. But my wife 
— rest her soul! — was a very proud woman, and 
I never dared talk to her of my kinsfolk." 

"Then you really are called Winter?" 

"Don't I teil you I took my wife's name? — 
I'm Godfrey Winter, known in my own county as 
Squire Winter, of Sutton Park, and am just retumed 
for the East Riding of Yorkshire." 

"Indeed! YouVe much too great for me. Now 
mark me, Mr. Winter. Henceforth, we must be 
strangers to each other — that is, you are not to 
treat me as if there were any relatiouabi^ \i^\.>N^^\jL 
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US, and be assured I shan't forget myself towards 
jou. To Sir Gresham — God bless himl — I 
have never admitted my identity, and probably never 
sliall. With you I shall be equally reserved. I have 
weighty reasons," he added, gravely and almost 
stemly, "for maintaining my incognito." 

"Don't be afraid, Lorry. I shan't betray you. 
Mercy on us! what a stränge meeting this is! When 
I entered into my mad girl's scheme I didn't cal- 
culate on this as part of it." 

"The scheme is now apparent to me," said 
Candish. "As chief actors in it, I must say your 
son and daughter have played their parts admirably. 
They have taken us all in. Believing them to be 
poor relations, Sir Gresham has treated them with 
the greatest kindnessl" 

"So I find," replied Winter. "His heart is made 
of the right stuflF. Prue's object was to test Sir 
Gresham's goodness of heart, and nobly he has stood 
the trial." 

"He is the kindest and best man in the world," 
rejoined Candish, warmly. 

"And to think that I have kept aloof from him 
all this time!" cried Winter, in accents of self- 
reproach. "'Sdeathl I shall never forgive myself." 

"Ay, ay, there's no excuse for yow," rejoined 
Candish. "You ought to have made yourself 
known to him long ago. However, yours is the 
greatest loss." 

"J feel it — I feel it," sa\d ^ml^x, mth a half 
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groan. "I have been much to blame. First of 
all, I was wrong to yield to my wife, and then I 
became stupidly insensible myself. I might never 
have made myself known at all but for Prue. 
However, the past cannot be remedied. We must 
be wiser in future. Won't you shake hands with 
me, Lorry?" 

"Not before this Company. It would awaken 
suspicion. And pray don^t call me Lorry. With 
you, as with every one eise, I must be merely Hugh 
Candish." 

"Well, as you please," replied Winter, with a 



"My father asks me in this note to come to the 
Mansion House," said Tradescant, approaching 
Winter. "Would you like to be presented to him? 
If so, come with me." 

"With the greatest delight," replied the old 
squire. "Herbert was to have presented me to his 
lordship, but I would rather have your introduction, 
for many reasons." 

"The arrangement will suit me extremely well, 
sir, since I have a call to make with Sir Felix 
Bland," said Herbert to the squire. "I'U foUow you 
to the Mansion House anon." 

"I guess where you're going, sir," cried Winter. 
"But it will come to nothing. You'll never have 
my consent. Mind that." 

With this he offer ed his arm to Milly, while 
The Lord Mayor of London. IL 1^ 
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Prue naturally feil to the care of Tradescant, and 
they all four went down stairs, followed by Candish 
and Crutchet. 

Sedan-chairs were in waiting in the hall, and the 
ladies entering them, the whole party, with the ex- 
ception of Crutchet, who retumed to business, pro- 
ceeded towards the Mansion House. 
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XII. 

The Meeting of the Brothers. 

Half a dozen gorgeously-arrayed ifoctmen were 
Standing at the grand portal as the chairi^ eontaining 
the young ladies were bome up the lofty stepÄ, and 
deposited at the entrance of the saloon. A bulky 
hall porter advaneed towards the party. 

"Where's the Lord Mayor^ Mr. JoUands?" said 
Tradescant to this personage. "In the jüßtice- 
room?*' 

"Noi Sir," replied Jolltods. "You'U find his 
lordship in the swordbeareFs rbom. He went there 
about five minutes ago. Ah! thöre he ife," he added, 
as Sir Gresham came forth froiii the rootn in question^ 
accompanied by the sheriffs, three or four aldermen, 
and as many common-conncilmen. 

In a minmte or two the assembly broke up, and 
the sheriffs and the others, bowing to the Lord 
Mayor, departed. Leaving Mr. Winter whöre he 
was for the moment, Tradescant then went up to his 
father^ who was moving towards ä room on the leflt 
of the Vestibüle, and told him he desired to present 
a gentleman to hini. 

The Lord Mayor at once aBsented, but deaixed 
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his son to bring the gentleman to him, and pro- 
ceeded to the Chamber whither he was boimd. 
Tradescant and Winter foUowed, still accompanied 
by Prue and Milly, both of whom were anxious to 
witness the meeting. 

Just as they reached the door of the room into 
which the Lord Mayor had passed, Winter stopped, 
and Said in a low voice to Prue, "I don't think I 
can go in. My courage completely falls me. I shall 
never be able to sustain my part." 

"OhI you mustn't give way thus," she rejoined, 
in an encouraging tone; "I'll help you." 

"Well, well, I must go through with it, I sup- 
pose," Said the old gentleman. 

"Go on, sir — go on," said Candish, pushing 
him into the room, and closing the door after him. 

The apartment in which Mr. Winter found him- 
self was large and lofty, but heavily furnished, and 
had a somewhat sombre air. The old squire did not 
dare to raise his eyes towards Sir Gresham, who was 
Standing in the centre of the room, but kept back, 
shading his face with his cocked-hat 

"Who is this you have got with you?" inquired 
the Lord Mayor of Tradescant. 

"Mr. Winter — a Yorkshire gentleman, sir," re* 
plied his son. 

"Well, I shall be very happy to make his ac- 
quaintance. But why doesn^t he come forward?" 

"Pray excuse him," said Prue, in an under 
tone; "be iB very mueli in awe of your lordship." 
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'*In awe of me! nonsense!" rejoined Sir Gres- 
ham, laaghing. ^^ Bring him forward, Tradescant. 
Say I shall be delighted to receive him." 

"Pray come on, Mr. Winter," said Tradescant. 
"His lordship will be very glad to know you." 

"Now go on. Don't you hear what they say?" 
cried Gandish, pashing bim forward. 

Thus forced to advance, Winter lowered bis bat, 
and for tbe first time bis features became fully re- 
yealed to tbe Lord Mayor. 

Sir Gresbam looked at bim as if doubting tbe 
evidence of bis senses, and at last directing an 
inquiring glance at Prue, wbo tried to avoid bis 
gaze, Said, "Did you not teil me your fatber was 
dead?" 

Wbat answer sbe migbt bave retumed it is im- 
possible to say, for Winter did not give ber time to 
make any, but roäred out, "I can't keep up tbe de- 
ception any longer. No, Sir Gresbam, I'm not dead. 
Fm alive, and bearty as yourself " 

"Gracious powers!" exclaimed Sir Gresbam. 
"Can tbis be my brotber Godfrey?" 

"Ay, ay, it's Godfrey bimself, and beartily glad 
he is to see you again, brotber." 

"I am very glad to see you, Godfrey," replied 
tbe Lord Mayor, wbo was very mucb agitated, and 
spoke ratber faintly. "I never expected we sbould 
meet again on eartb. Excuse me. Tbe surprise is 
somewbat too mucb. You ought to have prepared 
me," he Said, inabalfreproachftütone^ to Tradescant. 
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^^I could not do so, sir/^ repUed hia soa; "for 
tbough I half suspected wlio it was, I was not qiut^ 
sure." 

^*It was mj fa,alt, dearest imde, and I now see 
the mistake," said Prue, in a voice of much ooneem. 
"I hope you are not ill?" 

"A momentary faintness,^* he repUed, sinking 
into a chair. "It will soon pass." And he eovered 
his face with his hands. The others gathej^ 
anxiously round him, and Winter looked reproaeh- 
fully at Prue. 

"If anything happens, I shall never forgiye mjr 
seif," he said, in a low tone to her. 

"Let assistance be called," said Milly, alan^ned. 

"Leave him alone," said Candish. "He will 
be better soon. You have carried this matter too 
far." 

"I see it — I see it," replied Prue. "How do 
you feel, dearest uncle? Speak — say you forgiT« 
mel" 

"I have nothing to forgive," replied Sir Gres- 
ham, raising his head, and showing that his eyes 
were filled with moisture. "It ia joy that over- 
powers me. Believing, as I did, that the grave had 
cloöed upon your father — that we should meet no 
more on earth — what must my emotion« be to see 
him Standing before me?" 

"I quite conceive them, dearest umele, bi^t donH 
excite yourself — don't dwell upon them." 

*^No; let US be thankful we are both spared for 
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this meeting," cried Winter, "though I didn't mean 
it to be so serious as it has tumed out; but I ought 
to have considered that where the lieart is warm — 
as yours is — the feelings are not to be trifled with. 
Give me youar band, Gresham! — give me your band! 
And so you knew me, eb?" 

"Knew youl to be sure I did!" exclaimed Sir 
Gresbam, staking bands witb bim affectionately, 
and gazing at bim tbrougb bis misty eyes. "But 
do you know bow long it is since weVe met? — 
Forty-two years, sir — forty-two years! Wbat bave 
you been about not to let me bear i&om you during 
all tbat time? If I wasn't so glad to see you I 
sbould be very angry." 

"My conduct is unpardonable, brotber," rejoined 
Winter; "and yet I know you'll forgive it. Sucb 
excuse as I bave to offer — and it is a very poor 
one I will frankly admit — will best be made by 
telling you wbat bas bappened to me. I won't make 
a long Story of it. Wben I left Lunnun in 1719, 
wbile you were still a 'prentice to old Tradescant, 
and working your way steadily on, I went down 
into Yorksbire, and started a small business at 
Scarborougb, but I made little out of it — scarcely 
enougb to support myself — and I don't know wbat 
migbt bave become of me if I badn't been lucky 
enougb to marry an beiress, Arabella, daugbter of 
Mr. Wymond Winter, of Sutton Park. Her brotber, 
Ambrose, broke bis neck wben out bunting, and it 
w^ks after tbat event that tb^ lady married me. My 
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wife was a very proud woman, thoagh the marriage 
she liad made would seem to be bat little in ac- 
cordance with such notions, and sbe not only re 
quired me to take her name — to which I had no 
objection — but insisted upon my completely sun- 
dering all connexion with my own family, to which 
I ought to have objected. Several children were the 
firuit of the union, but I lost them all except the two 
youngest, Herbert and Prue. During my wife's 
lifetime you will see, brother, that there was some 
reason for my not keeping up any intercourse with 
you; but I have now been a widower for more than 
a year, and ought to have taken immediate Bteps to 
repair the wrong I had committed. But I know not 
what withheld me — false shame, perhaps. During 
their mother's lifetime, neither of my children had 
been aware of their relationship to you, and it was 
with infinite surprise they leamed that the dis- 
tinguished Citizen, Sir Gresham Lorimer, was their 
uncle. When the news of your election as Lord 
Mayor came down to us, nothing would content them 
but that they should go up to town and pay you a 
visit. To this I at first objected — don't ask me 
why? — but at last Prue proposed that she and her 
brother should visit you in the guise of poor rela- 
tions, and the notion chimed so well with my own 
humour that I agreed to it. The plot was then con- 
cocted by Prue, which has since been carried out. 
Perhaps I ought never to have permitted such a 
scheine to be practised, and yet I cannot regret 
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doing so, as I should otherwise not have been fully 
aware of your noble qualities." 

"Say no more, brother — I am quite satisfied," 
cried the Lord Major, who had listened witli deep 
interest to the recital. "I won't ask you whetlier 
you have ever thought of me during this long in- 
terval; but I have often thought of you. The fact 
is, we have been both to blame- If I had made 
proper inquiries I should have found you out, but I 
was engaged in business, and time passed on.^' 

"Ay, I understand," replied Winter. "It's all 
right now. By the maskins! it's a stränge thing for 
brothers to part almost when boys, and not to meet 
again tili they are grown old fellows." 

"Strange indeedl" said the Lord Mayor. "And 
so you are the contriver of this plot, eh, hussy?" he 
added, tuming to Prue. 

"Yes, uncle, I am," she replied. "And I hope 
I shan't incur your displeasure by what I have 
done." 

"But suppose I hadn't received you, what would 
you have done then? Gone back, eh?" 

"I can't say, uncle," she replied. "But I had 
no doubts whatever about it, and you behaved just 
as I expected — most nobly. I may now teil you 
that Herbert was so oftended by the treatment he 
experienced from my aunt and from my cousins, 
Lady Dawes and Mrs. Chatteris, that I had great 
difficulty in preventing him from throwing up his 
part." 



218 THE LORD MAYOR OP LONDON. 

"Don't omit me, Prue," remarked Tradescant. 
^*I behaved as badlj as any of them. My rudeness 
to Herbert was inexcusable." 

^^You liave made ample ameuds since,^^ replied 
Prue. "However, uncle, tlie complete success of 
my plot ig attributable to darling little Milly liere, 
whom I at oüce ina,de my confidante. Without her 
aid I eould not have gone on. Sbe belped me to 
keep up tlie deception." 

"I see it all, you little rogues," said Sir Gresham; 
"you have imposed upon me finely." 

"Ahl brother, you don't know what Prue can 
do," cried Winter, with one of his boisterous laughs. 
"The cunning jade can twist me round her little 
finger — ha! hal" 

"I don't doubt it," replied the Lord M^yor with 
a good-humoured smile. "If I had not been very 
stupid, niece, I must have suspected something i&om 
your sudden ehange of manner when you came to 
the Mansion House. It certainly perplexed me." 

"So it did me, sir," observed Tradescant "I 
could in no way account for it." 

"Well, I suppose you can both understand it 
now," she rejoined. 

"Yes, yes; I have got the key to the enigma 
now," said Tradescant. "And I also understand 
some things in Herbert's conduct which before ap- 
peared inexplicable." 

"Oddsfleahl I can^t help laughing when I think 
of Herbert attending to business — hal ha!" roared 
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Wintey. **That's the best part of the joke — ba! 

"He did very well for a week or two," observed 
Prue; "but after that time I kad great difficulty 
witb bim. You ougbt to bave been bere long ago, 
papa." 

"So I ougbt," replied Winter. "And tbis reminds 
me, brotber, tbat you bave been §t a very con- 
siderable expense for tbese young folk, wbicb you 
must permit me to repay you." 

"Notbing of tbe sort, Godfirey," replied tbe Lord 
Mayor. "It bas been a great bappiness to me to do 
wbat I bave done." 

"Ay, tbat would be all very well if tbey were 
really poor relations; but as tbat is not exactly tbe 
case, I must insist upon reimbursing you." 

"Not anotber word on tbe subject, Godfrey, if 
you would not o£Fend me," said tbe Lord Mayor. 
"Nay, nay," be continued, seeing tbat Winter was 
not altogetber satisfied, "if your son and daugbter 
will play tbe part of poor relatives, tbey must take 
tbe consequenoes." 

"Oddsbobs! tbat's true," cried Winter. "I never 
tbougbt of tbat. Well, if I must be under an Obli- 
gation, I would ratber be so to you tban to any one 
eise." 

"I sball never be able to disebarge balf tbe 
obligations I owe to my uncle," said Prue. 

"Yes you will — be'll sbow you bow to do it," 
rejoined tbe Lord Mayor. "I teil you wbat, God- 
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frey, youll have to go back empty-handed. You 
must leave Prue behind. I sban't be able to pari 
with her." 

"If I do, I must takeMillyinexchange, brotber," 
rejoined Winter. 

"We must bear wbat Milly says to tbat," ob- 
served Sir Gresbam. 

"Ob! I'm quite ready to go with my uncle," she 
answered. 

"Egad! I sus^ect tbis plot bas a good many 
ramifications," observed tbe Lord Mayor. "Fresb 
ligbts burst upon me eacb moment." 

"Since you bave announced your intention of 
detaining Prue, sir," said Tradescant, "I bope you 
mean to provide ber witb a busband." 

"Most certainly I do," replied tbe Lord Mayor. 
"Sbe bas already bad several ofPers — some wbicb 
appeared advantageous enougb to me, tbougb tbey 
migbt not appear equally so to you. I now under- 
stand wby you refused young Cracraft, niece. You 
looked bigber.'* 

"No, uncle, tbat was not exactly tbe reason," 
sbe replied, demurely. 

"I know wby sbe refused bim," rejoined Winter, 
witb a great laugb. "Don't you perceive tbe real 
State of tbe case, brotber? Sbe likes some one eise 
a vast deal better." 

"Ob! if I dared to tbink tbat I was tbe favoured 
person!" exclaimed Tradescant. "You cannot be 
unaware, sir,^^ he added to bis father, "tbat my 
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aflPections have long smce been fixed upon Prue. It 
is impossible to be so much with lier, as I have 
been, and not to love her. Sometimes I have per- 
suaded myself that my passion was retumed — but 
again the indifference she displays towards me has 
raised fearful doubts in my mind. I trust she will 
trifle with me no longer. If my hopes must be 
crushed, better they should be so at once than I 
should be kept in such a State of suspense. Her 
father is now with us. In his presence, and in your 
presence, I ask her band. My future happiness 
entirely depends upon the answer I may receive." 

"There, girl, what do you say to that?" cried 
Winter. "That's to the purpose, I fancy. You 
know my wishes. I don't care to make them com- 
mands." 

"No, no coercion. Prue must decide for her- 
seif," Said the Lord Mayor. "Though I could wish 
for no better wife for my son, and though I truly 
believe he would now make her an excellent husband, 
yet unless there is mutual love they had better not 
come together." 

"You are good enough, uncle, to say you would 
not have me coerced," observed Prue. "Papa hints 
at laying his commands upon me, but I can assure 
you he lets me do just what I please. To be 
sure, I don't often disobey him, but in a matter 
of this kind, which concems me more than any one 
eise, I must really have my own way. Doubt of 
Tradescant^s sincerity would be impossible after what 
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he lias just said. I may appear to trifle with him 
and to torment him needlessly, but I cannot help it. 
I have made up my mind that I won't consent tin- 
less — " And she paused. 

"Unless what, niece?" demanded the Lord 
Mayor. 

"I must confide it to you in a whisper, nncle," 
she said, placing her lips to Sir Gresham^s aar, and 
saying something in a low tone that made hikn langh 
heartily. 

"Well, let it be so," he said. "The arrangement 
pleases me. But where is Herbert?" 

"He is gone with Sir Felix Bland to cAll on 
Alice Walworth," replied Prue. "He has renewed 
his intimacy with that coquette. He talks of her id 
much the same strain that Tradescant once did." 

"Oh! that will never do!" said the Lord Mayor. 
"Alice Walworth won't suit your son, brother." 

"He shan't have her!" cried Winter. "IVe told 
him so already. Zounds! if I can't coerce Prue^ I 
will coerce him." 

"Mr. Walworth is a very decent old fellow, but 
Alice would never do for a country gentlenmii'S wife," 
observed the Lord Mayor. "I now see wby Sir 
Felix Bland wished the Walif^orths to be isvited to 
the Easter ball." 

"But have you invited tbem^ papa?" iüquir^ 
Milly, with some anxiety. 

"Of course," replied Sir Gresham. "S6 soli- 
eJted, I couldn't do otherwise. But never rtaaä. 
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There is no great likeliliood that the match will 
come ofP." 

"Nene whatever," added Winter, emphatically. 

At this moment Sir Felix Bland and Herbert 
entered the room. 

"Why, you are back earlier than I expected," 
cried Winter. "You must have paid but a short 
Visit." 

"The ladies were out," replied Herbert, care- 
lessly. 

"They have gone to the Tower with young 
Cracraft," said Sir Felix, "and left word for us to 
follow them, but Herbert didn't seem inclined to 
do so." 

"Are you talking of Alice Walworth and her 
mother?" inquired the Lord Mayor. 

"Yes, my lord; your nephew is in high favour 
there," replied Sir Felix. 

"One jilting doesn't seem enough for him," re- 
marked the Lord Mayor. "He must take care 
young Cracraft doesn't supersede him. That young 
fellow is very handsome, and a great favourite 
with the sex, though Prue doesn't appreciate his 
merits. 

"Hang young Cracraft!" exclaimed Herbert. 
"I'U cut his throat." 

"Nay, you ought to be oblijged to him," said 
Prue. "If he opens your eyes to your foUy in 
regard to Alice, he will do you infinite Service. 
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However, I am sorry for you. It is mortifying to 
be so cooUy tumed off." 

"Don't teaze him any more, Prue," said Milly. 
"He looks vexed." 

"Yes, I am vexed," replied the young man. 
"Well, sir," he added to his father, "I suppose füll 
explanations liave taken place between you and Sir 
Gresham?" 

"Ay, ay, your uncle knows all," replied Winter. 

"Concluding it would be so," rejoined Herbert, 
"I have let Sir Felix into the secret." 

"And very mucli surprised I have been by the 
Information, my dear Mr. Winter," observed Sir 
Felix. "Permit me to say, sir, that had I been 
aware Herbert was the son of a wealtby country 
gentleman, I should not have encouraged him to pay 
court to Alice Walworth; but looking upon him as 
a young man who had to make his way in the world, 
I thought a girl with such a fortune a most desirable 
match." 

"Under the supposed circumstances, you were 
quite right, Sir Felix," replied Winter; "but I 
should be glad if you could undo what you have 
done." 

"Undo it! — well, I'U try," replied the little 
alderman. 

"Harkye, Godfrey," said the Lord Mayor, taking 
Winter apart, '*when we were last together there 
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were three of us. You haven't inquired after the 
third." 

"I didn't need to do so. I have seen him. 
Nay, I see him now," glancing over bis Shoulder 
at Candish. "I knew him at once. But why 
does he deny his name? I hope there's nothing 
wrong." 

"I do not think there is," replied the Lord 
Mayor. "But there is some mystery which I cannot 
unravel. 

At this moment the door was opened by an usher, 
who announced Mr. Alderman Beckford. 



J'he Lord Mayor of London, //. ^^ 
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xm. 

In which an Important Visitor is announced. 

"GOOD day, my lord," cried Beckford, as he 
entered. "I have news for you. Ah! Mr. Winter!" 
he exclaimed, catching sight of that personage. "I 
didn't expect to see you here. When did you arrive 
in town?" 

"Only last evening, sir, or I should have paid 
my respects to you," replied the other. 

"What, are you acquainted with Mr. Winter?" 
Said the Lord Mayor to Beckford. 

"To be sure," replied the alderman. "He and 
I are old friends." 

"You amaze me!" exclaimed Sir Gresham. 
"Why, I never heard you allude to him." 

"Very likely not. I was not aware you knew 
him. Well, sir," he added to Winter, "I have to 
öfter you my congratulations on your triumphant 
election. You came in, in spite of ministerial Oppo- 
sition. I did you some service. I got Mr. Pitt and 
Lord Temple to write to some influential friends, 
and they helped you." 

"They brought me in," replied Winter. 

"Wiy, surely you'ie iiot IIlq Mr. Winter who 
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has just been elected for tbe ££tst Bxding of York- 
sliire, eh?" cried Sir Gresham. 

"Of course he is," replied Beckford-, "why, who 
eise did you take him for? Mr. "Winter is a great 
gain to US — as ßtaunch a supporter of the great 
Commoner as your lordship, and as strongly opposed 
to the Favourite." 

"Ay, that I am," said "Winter. 

"Who would have thought it?" exclaimed the 
Lord Mayor. "Why, you never said a word to me 
about your election?" 

"We have had so many family matters to discuss 
that I haven't had time," replied Winter. 

"Family matters!" exclaimed Beckford, surprised 
in his tum. "Are you connected with Sir Gresham, 
Mr. Winter?" 

"Pretty closely, sir," replied the old gentleman. 
"He is my brother — that's all." 

"Poh! pohl you are jesting! Your brother. 
How can that be?" , 

"Easily enough," replied Winter. "I married 
the heiress of Sutton Park, and took her name. 
I am Sir.Gresham's eider brother, Godfrey." 

"Surprising indeed! But I remember a circum- 
stance that occurred on Lord Mayor's Day — a 
circumstance that produced a very strong Impression 
on me — when two young persons, describing them- 
selves as children of a deceased brother, presented 
themselves to Sir Gresham, and were most kindly 
received by him. Pray who are they?" 
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"My son and daughter, sir. There they are lo 
speak for themselves. I'm the deceased brotlier — 
hal ha! The whole thing was a hoax, sir — an 
experiment upon Sir Gresham's goodness of heart. 
You saw how he acted, you say?" 

"I did, and shall never forjget it. No man 
could have behaved better than Sir Gresham did on 
that occasion." 

"But your news, my good sir — your news?" 
demanded the Lord Mayor. "You said you had 
something to communicate." 

"So I have — something highly important," 
replied Beckford. "But the surprise of seeing Mr. 
Winter put it out of my head. I came to prepare 
you for a visit from a person of the greatest con- 
sequence — " 

"There are so many persons of great conse- 
quence in town just now that I shall never be able 
to guess whom you mean," said the Lord Mayor. 
"Is it the Great Commoner?" 

"No; some one even greater than he. His 
Majesty is Coming to the Mansion House this 
morning. The visit will be strictly private. A 
piain coach, and no escort, as is the way when the 
Bling has any little matter of his own to transact. 
My Information is obtained &om a reliable source. 
His Majesty is certainly coming, and Lord Melcomb 
will attend him. I thought it best to apprise you 
of the Visit, though the King designs to take you 
hy Äorprise." 
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At this moment the door was suddenly opened 
hj the usher, whose excited looks showed he had 
something more than ordinary to communicate. 

"My lord! my lord!" exclaimed the bewildered 
official, "his Majesty has just arrived at the Man- 
sion House. I'm sure it's the King, because he has 
got his hat on, and everybody is bowing to him. 
His Majesty is crossing the vestibule, attended by 
some gentlemen of your lordship's household. What 
shall I do, my lord?" 

"Stay where you are, Fremantle," replied Sir 
Gresham, with a calmness that confonnded the 
usher. 

In another moment a gentleman of the house- 
hold appeared at the door, and in a low but distinct 
voice announced "The King." As he retired, his 
Majesty stepped quickly and unceremoniously into 
the room.' 
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XIV. 

The Eing*8 private Visit to the Mansion House. 

The King was plainly attired in a blne cloth 
coat, and was only distinguished by the star upon 
his breast. He wore top-boots, a tie-wig, and a 
cocked hat, which of course he did not remove, and 
carried a cane in his band. He stood erect, with a 
glowing cheek and a healthful look. 

His Majesty was attended by Lord Melcomb, 
who seemed, if possible, to have increased in bulk, 
wore a richly-embroidered cherry-coloured silk coat, 
striped silk breeches, spotted silk hose, deep ruffles, 
a diamond solitaire, and an immense periwig, loaded 
with powder. 

"Where's the Lord Mayor?" cried the King, in 
a quick voice. "Ah! I see! — I seel" he added, as 
Sir Gresham advanced towards him, and made a 
profound obeisance. "No one need leave the room," 
continued the King, as all those assembled within 
drew back, awaiting an intimation from his Majesty 
to withdraw, it being contrary to etiquette to retire 
without permission. "Quito an uneeremonious visit, 
my lord," he went on. "I wouldn't even give you 
notice of it. I hope I don't Interrupt you in any 
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"Interrupt me, sirl" exclaimed the Lord May er; 
"that would be impossible. I am ever ready to at- 
tend on your Majesty, bat it so chances that jöxl 
have amved at a moment when I am quite unoccu- 
pied. Most of tbe persons present are relatives, and 
we were merely talking of family matters." 

"Odd! something connected with your family has 
brought me here," observed the King. "So, since 
you teil me most of the Company are your kinsfolk, 
there can be no objection to their remaining. But 
where's the Lady Mayoress? I don't see her among 
them." 

"She is within, sir, and shall be instantly sum- 
moned, if you desire it." 

"No! no! no need to do that," cried the King, 
somewhat hastily. "I hope she's well — I hope 
she's well — a fine woman! — a very fine woman 
— but wears too lofty a head-dress. I shall never 
forget how it stuck fast in her chariot window — 
ha! ha! — very droll! — very ridiculous — ha! 
ha!" 

While he was laughing heartily, and the Com- 
pany were participating in the royal merriment, the 
door opened, and the Lady Mayoress, foUowed by 
her two eider daughters, entered the room as majes- 
tically as she could, for the door not being wide 
enough for her ample hoop, she had to raise her 
dress on one side to effect a passage. Her ladyship 
wore a sacque of dark lilac satin, trimmed with 
chenille silver, made very low behind, and falling 
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off the Shoulders. Her head-dress, though not so 
monstrous as on the oecasion that had provoked the 
King's merriment, was still lofty enough, the back 
hair being enclosed in a puff-bag, with slab curls 
above it, intermixed with white tiffany and beads. 
Both her daughters were richlj and elegantlj attired 
— Lady Dawes in a pearl-green sacque, trimmed 
with flowers and deeply flounced, and a Kanelagh 
tippet of fine blond; while Mrs. Chatteris wore a 
sky-blue riding-dress, braided with silver, and a 
fant^il hat. As soon as she had cleared the door, 
the Lady Mayoress advanced towards his Majesty, 
and, when within the prescribed distance, curtseyed 
to the ground, while her daughters imitated her 
example. 

" Glad to see you, madam," said the good-natured 
monarch, acknowledging their obeisances by touch- 
ing his hat in military fashion, "and you, too, la- 
dies. I was just inquiring about you." 

"Your Majesty does me infinite honour," ex- 
claimed the Lady Mayoress, enchanted. 

"No more a,ccidents, Ihope, with your head-dress, 
madam?'* said the King. 

"None whatever, sir," she replied. "I foUowed 
your Majesty's judicious advice, and lowered it con- 
siderably. It makes me proud that you should deign 
to remember the circumstance." 

"I am not likely to forget it," replied the King, 
laughing. "And now, my Lord Mayor," he added 
to Sir GresLam, "TU teil you what has brought me 
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to the Mansion House. I have already intimated 
that it is on a matter connected with your family. 
On the occasion of your grand banquet at Guildhall, 
I interrogated a man whom you supposed to be a 
long-lost brother, but who could not be induced to 
admit the relationship." 

"I tremble at this commencement," muttered the 
Lady Mayoress, becoming agitated, and having re- 
course to her fan. 

"The incident was a singular one," continued 
the King, "and my curiosity was excited about that 
man. You promised to ascertain the truth concem- 
ing him, and to acquaint me with the result of your 
investigations, but you have never yet done so." 

"If I have appeared remiss, it is because I have 
had no information to lay before your Majesty," re- 
plied Sir Gresham. 

"Have you taken any trouble at all in the mat- 
ter, my lord?" demanded the King. 

"Not much, I confess, sif," replied Sir Gresham, 
"being perfectly satisfied that my suspicions were 
correct. I am sure the person is my brother." 

"Oh no! your Majesty, it is not so," exclaimed 
the Lady Mayoress. "The wretch is a vile im- 
postor." 

"How can he be an impostor, madam, in the 
sense you mean," said the King, sharply, "since, as 
I understand, he still disclaims all relationship to 
Sir Gresham?" 

"It is all his cunning, your Majesty. He works 



{ 
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upon Sir Gresham's good feelings. He is no more 
Sir Gresliam's brother than he is Pope of Eome. 
Both Sir Gresham's brothers died many, many year» 
ago." 

"How do you know that, madam?" d^manded 
the King, quickly. 

"I haven't proof positive, your Majesty," she re- 
plied, "but Sir Gresham has often told me so him- 
self. He was quite sure they must be dead, be said, 
or he should have heard from them." 

"That was bis impression at the time, no doubt," 
rejoined the King. "But he appears to have altered 
bis opinion since." 

"Entirely altered it, sir," replied the Lord Mayor. 
"I am now satisfied that both my brothers are 
living." 

"Eh, eh, what, both?" cried the King. 

"Both, your Majesty," rejoined Sir Gresham. 

"Very odd! — very odd, indeed!" cried the 
King. "Both supposed deadi — both come to life 
again, eh? But about the one who was brought 
before me — you are confident, you say, that he is 
your brother?" 

"Quite confident, sir." 

"Then what can be the man's motive for per- 
sisting in a denial of the relationship?" 

"I am unable to conjeeture, sir." 

"Have you never pressed him for an explanation?" 

"Not of late, sir. I have forbome to do so, be- 
cAuse my inquiries seemed to ig«iii him." y 
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"Perhaps with reason. Wliat Las become of him? 
Where is he now?" 

"Unless I am very much mistaken, sir, the man 
is in the room at this moment," observed Lord Mel- 
comb. 

"He is, my lord," replied Sir Gresham. 

"Let him stand forward," cried the King, seat- 
ing himself in a large arm-chair. 

Thus enjoined, Candish stepped into the pre- 
sence, and made a low obeisance. He looked ex- 
ceedingly pale, but his bearing, though profoundly 
respectful, was firm. 

"Ay, ay, this is the man," cried the King, eye- 
ing him sharply. "I recoUect him, though he's 
greatly improved in appearance." 

"Owing to Sir Gresham's kindness, your Ma- 
jesty," said Candish. "Thanks to him, I have en- 
tirely recovered from my abject condition. He has 
made a new man of me." 

"What has he done for you, eh?" demanded the 
King. 

"Appointed me to an office of trust and respon- 
sibility in his household, your Majesty," replied 
Candish. 

"And he has been satisfied with your conduct, eh?" 

"Perfectly satisfied, sir," interposed the Lord 
Mayor. "He has had entire control of the expendi- 
ture, and has managed matters admirably." 

"And you have never had any doubts of his 
honesty, my lord?" pursued the King. 
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"Of his honesty?" exclaimed Sir Qresham, sur- 
prised and hurt. "None wliatev6r, sir. I would 
tnist him with untold gold. I would stake my life 
upon his honesty." 

" You might place yourself in jeopardy, sir," said 
the King. "I must now teil you that this man, 
whom you have so blindly trusted, and for whom 
you would be responsible with your life, is a con- 
victed felon." 

**A felon!" exclaimed the Lord Mayor, starting, 
while a shudder pervaded the assemblage. 

All eyes were directed towards Candish, who 
appeared as if Struck by a mortal blow, and caught 
at a chair for support. 

"Look at him! his agitation proclaims his guilt," 
said the King. 

"I cannot — will not believe him guilty, sir," 
said the Lord Mayor, in a voice of anguish. "Speak, 
brother, and defend yourself." 

Candish raised his head for a moment, and then 
let it fall again, as if stunned. 

"With your Majesty's permission," remarked 
Lord Melcomb, "I will lay before the Lord Mayor 
the result of inquiries which by your commands have 
been made into this wretched man's history; and I 
may observe in the commencement — without seeking 
to impute blame to his lordship — that it would 
have been better if he had satisfied himself of the 
man^s character before making him Controller of his 
Iiousebold" 
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Here Candish again raised bis livid countenance, 
and looked almost vacantly at the Speaker. Dews 
as of death had gathered thickly on his brow. 

"Proceed, my lord," said the Lord Mayor. 

"I am sorry to have to teil your lordship," pur- 
sued Lord Melcomb, with ill-disguised malice, "that 
there is no doubt whatever tbat this wretcbed man 
is your brother — " 

"Oh no, no, no!" cried Candish. "I am not his 
brother." 

"Peace!" said Sir Gresham, authoritatively. "You 
will convince no one by this denial." 

"No one," said Melcomb. "It is, unhappily, too 
true. The fact has been elicited. Had there been 
any doubt, I would gladly have spared your lordship 
the pain of a public disclosure — " 

"Spare me nothing, my lord," said Sir Gresham, 
"but go on." 

"1 will not task your lordship's patience too 
strongly," pursued Lord Melcomb, who seemed to 
enjoy Sir Gresham's trouble, "but in order to explain 
matters fully, it will be necessary to go back to the 
year 1720, when the person now before us left Lon- 
don and proceeded to Chester, where he entered the 
employnftnt of an Irish linendraper named Newton, 
by whom he was much trusted, and by whom, if he 
had not wronged him, he would have been made a 
partner — " 

"As Heaven shall judge me I never wronged 
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Jiiinl" exclaimed Candish, eamestly. "I never 
wronged any man." 

"Unluckily," continued Lord Melcomb, without 
noticing the interruption, "the clerk in whom Mr. 
Newton placed confidence was not proof against the 
temptation of the large sums of money passing 
through his hands. Several remittances by countiy 
dealers were abstracted, but Mr. Newton's suspicions 
never attached to his confidential clerk, whom he 
could not believe capable of dishonesty, but were 
rather directed towards another clerk, named James 
Archer. At last, however, the guilt was fixed upon 
the right party. In this way. A bank bill for a 
considerable sum — 500/., I think — was sent by 
letter to Mr. Newton. This bill was missing. All 
the Clerks were examined, and the strictest investi- 
gations made; but at last — at the Suggestion of 
Archer, who still unjustly laboured under his master's 
suspicions — the confidential clerk's desk was 
searched, and the bill was found secreted within it. 
Against such damnatory evidence as this no defence 
could be offered, yet the culprit vehemently protested 
his innocence. However, he was tried, found guilty, 
and narrowly escaped hanging, but owing to the 
intercession of his worthy master, and his previous 
good character, sentence of death was commuted into 
imprisonment for life. That confidential clerk — the 
villain who robbed his master, and whose real name 
I will not pronounce — now Stands before us." 

'Teflf, I am that \mfortunate man^" cried Candish, 
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falling on bis knees, and clasping liis hands; '^bnt, 
as I hope for mercy hereafter, I am innocent of the 
terrible charge. I was always faithful to Mr. Newton. 
I never wronged bim of a fartbing." 

"Ay, so you said in tbe dock at Chester, but 
few believed tbe assertion," rejoined Lord Melcomb. 
"My Story, bowever, is not done. Tbe criminal 
clerk — I again spare bis name — was imprisoned 
in Cbester Castle, where be was kept in durance vile 
for more tban two years, at tbe end of wbicb time 
— tbougb tbe gaol is tolerably strong — be con- 
trived to break out, and effect bis escape. We bave 
bad some difficulty in tracing tbe fugitive's sub- 
sequent career, but bave ascertained tbat be went 
first to Liverpool, and tbence to Dublin, and even- 
tually passed over to France. Probably tbe account 
be gave of bimself on bis previous examination by 
bis Majesty was correct, and we may believe tbat be 
really did remain for a lengtbened period on tbe 
Continent, since it is only witbin tbe last tbree years 
tbat a person answering to bis description, and calling 
bimself Candisb, appeared at Bristol. Tbere be seems 
to bave led an idle, vagabond life, and to bave 
associated witb stroUing players, sbowmen, and otber 
disreputable cbaracters. At one time be was drawer 
at a tavem, at anotber Croupier at a gaming-bouse, 
and after tbat a quack doctor and a merry-andrew 
at country fairs." 

"I could do no better — I could get no otber 
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employment," cried Candish. "I was a broken-down, 
dispirited man." 

"What have you to say to this accusation?" de- 
manded the King, in a severe tone. 

"Simply to repeat my innocence of the charge 
brought against me, sir," said Candish. "I know I 
shall not obtain credence — but I speak the truth. 
Were I put to the rack I should still declare my in- 
nocence — and, indeed, no torments could be greater 
than those I now endure. I have been falsely ac- 
cused — punished for a crime I never committed — 
have endured obloquy and unmerited suffering — 
have been branded as a felon, compelled to fly from 
my own conntry, and return to it covertly — but I 
have never sufiFered half so much as I now suflPer in 
bringing shame and dishonour upon my noble-hearted 
brother, and in giving his enemies an opportunity of 
triumphing over him." 

"If my advice had been taken, this dreadful ex- 
posure would never have occurred," said the Lady 
Mayoress. 

"A dreadful exposure indeed," said Lady Dawes. 
"I shall never survive it." 

*^That a high and honourable name, such as my 
brother bears, should be sullied by any supposed act 
of mine, would be intolerable, but I cannot believe 
that such will be the case," pursued Candish. "His 
conduct towards me is such as can only redound to 
his credit in the opinion of all worthy men. I was 
brought before him, as your Majesty knows, in the 
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most abject State of distress, yet he did not — even 
in liis day of pride — even in your august presence, 
sir, he did not hesitate to own me." 

"Quito true!" cried the King, somewhat moved. 
"Quite true! The Lord Mayor behaved nobly. I 
have always said so." 

"But for my good brother's kindness — but for 
his timely assistance," pursued Candish, "that day 
would have been my last on earth. Driven to despair, 
I should have buried my sufferings in the river that 
flows through your city, sir. But he took me by the 
band. He gave me back some of the self-respect I 
had lost. I thought the worst was over — that the 
few years remaining of my troubled lifo would be 
passed in peace. But it was not so ordained. Misery, 
as usual, was dogging at my heels. When the sky 
appeared cloudless comes this terrible clap of thunder, 
and I am stricken down again — never more .to rise." 

The old man's passionate eloquence powerfully 
affected all his auditors. Many of them, as may 
well be conceived, were painfully moved, and but 
for the presence of the King some stronger mani- 
festation of their sympathies would have been made. 
Lord Melcomb took out his magnificent diamond 
snuflF-box, and applied himself to it. The King re- 
mained thoughtful for a moment, and then remarked 
to Lord Melcomb, "I can't believe this man isguilty." 

"I'm sorry to say there can be no doubt about 
it, sir," replied the stout nobleman, shaking his head. 

At this juncture Mr. Beckford ste^^ed f^x^^x^^ 

The Lord Mayor of London. lU ^^ 
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and making a profound obeisance to the King, said, 
"I have allowed the matter to proceed thus far, sir, 
because I wished to hear wbat my Lord Melcomb 
had to bring forward, and because I thought it would 
be most to the interest of the unfortunate man that 
he should be allowed to speak for himself before 
anything was said for bim. No one who has listened 
to him — I will not even except your Majesty — 
could, I think, doubt his innocence. But I am happy 
to say I am in a condition to prove it." 

"Eh! eh! what! — to prove his innocence!" 
cried the King, quickly. "I'm glad of it. But how, 
sir, — how?" 

"By this letter, sir, which I received this very 
morning from Chester. It is from old Mr. Newton. 
He encloses a duly certified confession of James 
Archer, his former clerk, who has recently expiated 
a long catalogue of crimes on the gallows. Archer 
confesses that he abstracted the bank-bill, and, in 
Order to avoid certain detection, hid it in Lawrence 
Lorimer^s desk. For this vile act, and for its de- 
plorable consequences to his victim, the wretch seems 
to have feit due compunction. Old Mr. Newton, 
also, as your Majesty will see, if you will deign to 
cast your eye over his letter, expresses the greatest 
grief for poor Lawrence Lorimer's unmerited suffer- 
ings. Such was the opinion he entertained of him, 
he says, that he never could believe him guilty, and 
would not have prosecuted if he had not been com- 
pelled to do so." 
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"You have come forward most opportuixely, and 
I am glad of it, Mr. Beckford," said tbeKing. "But 
iiow happe&B it that Mr. Newton addressed that letter 
to yon?" 

^*Shrewdly observed, your Majesty," said Lord 
Melcomb. "How did that chance?" 

"I will teil you, sir," replied Beckford. "Having 
received information that Lord Melcomb was making 
inquiries about Lawrence Lorimer, and feacying they 
might be with no very friendly intent, I set to work 
myself, with what result you see. It is right to 
say that I acted entirely without the Lord Mayor's 
knowledge or concurrence." 

With this he handed the letter to the King, who 
proceeded to read it carefully through, and then 
examined the confession enclosed in it. 

"Hum!" muttered Lord Melcomb, while bis 
Majesty was thus employed. "My agent has be- 
trayed me. Beckford must have leamt that the 
king was Coming here, and have brought that letter 
with him, waiting an opportunity to produce it with 
most effect." 

Meanwhile, Winter had approached his un- 
fortunate brother, and assisted him to rise. The 
sudden revulsion of feeling had been almost too 
mach for the old man, and for a few moments he 
remained sobbing on his brother's Shoulder. 

"Poor fellow! give him a chair," said the King, 
compassionately. 

"I do not need one, sir," replied Ii«.wt^\!ÄÄ 

1^=* 
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Lorimer, mastering his emotion, and bowing grate- 
fully to his Majesty. 

"Tlien leam from my lips, sir," rejoined the 
monarch, "that you are completely exculpated. At 
the same time, I must express the deep concern I 
feel that you should have experienced so much un- 
merited suffering." 

"Oh, sir, let me thank you on my knees for 
those gracious words," cried Lawrence Lorimer, 
prostrating himself before the King. "They requite 
me for all the misery I have endured." 

"Eise, sir, rise!" cried the King, kindly aiding 
him as he spoke. "Henceforth you may bear your 
own name without blushing for it. 'Tis an honoured 
name," he added, looking round, "and I hope all 
who bear it will keep it spotless." 

"It shall be my aim to do so, your Majesty," 
cried Tradescant. 

"Eh! eh! who spoke?" demanded the King. 

"My son, sir," replied the Lord Mayor. "Since 
I last had the honour to present him to your Majesty, 
he has raised himself greatly in my estimation." 

"I am glad to hear it," replied the King. "Let 
him go on in the same course. But who is that 
old gentleman," he added, indicating Winter, who 
was Standing beside his brother Lawrence — "from 
the country, eh?" 

"That, sir, is Mr. Winter, of Sutton Park, 
Yorkshire, the newly-elected member for the East 
JtJding," replied Beckfoid, 
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"Present him — present him," cried tlie King. 
"Glad to See you, Mr. Winter. How d'ye do? Just 
come to town, eh?" 

"Arrived last night, please your Majesty," re- 
plied Winter. 

"Found yonr way to the Mansion House already, 
eh? Well, sir, youVe been present at a very in- 
teresting scene." 

"I wouldn't have missed it for half my estate," 
said Winter. "It has terminated in a most satis- 
factory manner to us all." 

"True — very true! But why particularly satis- 
factory to you, Mr. Winter? Are you a relation 
of the Lord Mayor?" 

"A very near relation, please your Majesty." 

"Harkye, my Lord Mayor!" cried the King. 
"You Said that both your brothers, whom you sup- 
posed dead, had come to life again. One we have 
just found. What has become of the other?" 

"Should he chance to be in a humble position 
of life, the Lord Mayor is too high-minded to disown 
him," observed Lord Melcomb, with a sneer. 

"That I am sure he would not," said Winter. 
"He has given proof enough of his superiority to 
mere worldly consideration. My position, my lord," 
he added proudly, "is but little inferior to your pwn." 

"Your position, Mr. Winter. I never questioned 
it We were speaking ofthe Lord May or'sbrother, sir." 

"Well, my lord," replied Winter, "I am the 
Lord Mayor's brother." 
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"The deuce you axe!" exclaimed Lwd Melcomb, 
dkeoncarted. 

"But how comes your name to be Winte?" 
asked the King. 

"I married a Yorkshire heiress, please your 
Maj^styy and took her name. Before that dyent I 
was Godfrey Lorimer. Until I entered this room, 
Sir Gresham was not aware that I was still in the 
land of the Kving." 

"Indeed!" exclaimed the King. "Why practise 
such a trick upon him, eh?" 

"It was my daughter's doing, sir," replied Winter. 

"Your daugl^erl Where is she?" 

"Here, sir," replied Wintör, leading Pinie for- 
ward, who made a profound inclination to hiaMajesty. 

"What's this I hear, young lady?" demanded 
the Eang. "You have been contriving a plot, eh?" 

"A very harmless one, I trust, sir/' i^e replied, 
"and I think your Majesty will scarcely blame me 
for what I have done, when you leam to what a 
duplafy of goodness on my uncle's padi it has led. 
On the day of Sir Gresham's iiistaHaition, whüe lue 
was surrounded by important personages, my brother 
and myself presented ourselves to him in the guise 
of poor relations, and though he might well have 
acted otherwise, he welcomed us in the kindest 
manner; and being led to suppose that we had no 
parents living, and no friends in town, insisted on 
our taking up our abode with him. More than 
tbiB, he &t onee offeied to ^1«^^:^ \Ky \^tQtker in bis 



I 



THE LORD MAYOB OF LONDON. 247 

business. From that day to this he has shown us 
unvarying kindness, treating us in every respect 
like liis own children." 

"Blease your Majesty," said the Lady Mayoress, 
stepping forward, "I think my niece has used me 
very ill in not letting me into the secret, though 
she could take my youngest and least experienced 
daughter into her confidence. Had I known the 
real truth, that her father was a wealthy Yorkshire 
squire, I should have feit very differently towards 
her and her brother, and ,have comported myself 
accordingly. But to come before me as a poor 
relation, and degrade me in the presence of great 
folks, was more than human nature could bear." 

"Yet Sir Gresham bore it, madam," said the 
King, laughing. 

"Ah! but, your Majesty, if my niece wished to 
try him, there was no necessity to try me. I don't 
pretend to be as soft-hearted as Sir Gresham, and 
I can't abide to be deceived. If people are rieh 
and pretend to be poor, they mustn't blame me for 
taking them at their word. My niece, I say, 
shouldn't have kept me in the dark. At first she 
lowered me, and now she makes me look ridi- 
culous." 

"I can't relieve you from the dilemma in which 
you have imwiitingly placed yourself, madam," 
replied the King. "If you had imitated your worthy 
husband, you would have been right on both 
occasions. In future, I recommend you to isLodi^l 



f 



248 THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 

your conduct on bis conduct. You will find your 
account in doing so. And now, my Lord Mayor," 
lie.added to Sir Gresham, "a word in parting to 
you. I certainly did not visit you with any design 
of assisting at the d^nouement of the little comedy 
played off by your pretty niece, but witb a very 
different object, wbicb has bappily been set at rest. 
But I am glad to bave been present, sinee it has 
given me an opportunity of testing your deserts. 
As a loyal subject — and I know you are one — 
you will not be indifferent to your sovereign's com- 
mendation. You have it. You bave bebaved very 
well tbrougbout — better, I firmly believe, than 
most men would have done under circumstances so 
peculiar. Your brothers will know how to appreciate 
your conduct, and I don't think, after what has 
occurred, that you are likely to lose sight of them 
again. Thus much for the estimation in which I 
hold your private character. In your public capacity, 
as chief magistrate of this great City, I hear nothing 
but praise of you. I am told — and I can easily 
believe it from what I have myself seen — that 
since the days of the immortal Whittington, the 
municipal chair has never been more worthily filled; 
that all your duties have been most efficiently 
discharged, and that this house has never known 
such hospitality as is now practised within it." 

"Such gracious words as your Majesty has been 
pleased to let fall," replied the Lord Mayor, in a 
roice of deep emotion, "ar^ a xe^atd for a life of 
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exertion. I trust I sliall never forfeit your good 
opinion." 

. "No fear öf that," said the King. "Go on as 
you have hitherto done, and I will not fail publicly 
to mark my approbation." 

"Your Majesty is too good," said the Lord 
Mayor. 

"Your son, you say, is well-conducted, and gives 
you perfect satisfaction?" said the King. 

"He is all that I could wish, sir," replied the 
Lord Mayor, emphatically. 

"That's right!" exclaimed the good-natured 
monarch. "Let him foUow his sovereign's example, 
and marry. 'Tis the best thing he can do, and I 
dare say he'U have no objection." 

"None whatever, yotir Majesty," cried Tradescant. 

"Why not wed him to your niece?" pursued 
the King, smiling at the young man^s eagemess. 
"She would make him a capital wife, I'm sure." 

"Such an arrangement would be in entire 
accordance with my wishes, sir," responded the 
Lord Mayor. 

"And with mine," added Winter. 

"His Majesty doesn't deign to consult me," 
thought the Lady Mayoress. "I am nobody in his 
estimation." 

"And what says the young lady?" pursued the 
King. "Before you answer, let me add that you 
will get a title, for the Lord Mayor will have a 
baronetcy." 
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"I do not need that inducement, sir," replied 
Prue. "My cousin Tradescant has long been 
master of my heart, and if I liave hitherto declined 
to give him a decided answer, it has been becanse 
I have a pet project which I wish to carry out at 
the same time." 

"Another project!" exclaimed the King, smiling. 
"Wby, you are as füll of them as a Soubrette in a 
play. Well, you have been lucky hitherto. I dare 
say your scheme will succeed." 

"After your Majesty's assurance I am sure it 
will. So when my cousin Tradescant asks again 
he shall have an answer." 

"All happiness attend you both!" said the King, 
"and may the marriage be productive of comfort to 
you, my Lord Mayor — and to you, too, Mr. 
Winter. And if there should be a double marriage 
in the family, as I suspect there will be, and another 
Lorimer take the name of Winter, may that union 
be equally propitious. And so good day, my Lord 
Mayor — good day to you all!" 

Graciously saluting the Company, who all in- 
clined reverentially, he then passed forth with Lord 
Melcomb, and attended by the Lord Mayor, Sir 
Felix Bland, and Mr. Beckford, crossed the vestibule-, 
T^here by this time all the officers of the household, 
with^he splendid retinue of servants, were arrayed, 
and entging the piain carriage that had brought 
him, drov^l>ack to St. James's Palace. 

\eND OP the POURTH BOOK. 

\ 



BOOK V. 

EiSTER MONDAT. 



The Epping Hant. 

Easter Monday had now arrived, a notable day 
in the almanack of the Corporation of London. 

On this moming, attended by bis cbaplain, sword- 
bearer, and macebearer, robed in scarlet, and wearing 
bis insignia of office, the Lord Mayor proceeded to 
Christ Church, of which he was governor ex officio^ 
to hear a sermon. 

Here he was met by the president and the other 
govemors of the ancient hospital, founded by 
Edward VI., while a procession, consisting of the 
Blue-coat Boys, beadles, masters, and other officers 
of the school, entered the church at the same time. 
In itself Christ Church is by no means remarkable 
for beauty, but it occupies the site of a very majestic 
edifice, unfortunately destroyed by the remorseless 
conflagration of 1666. The ancient fabric was one 
of the most süperb conventual churches in the city 
of London, and had been, tili despoiled by Henry VIII., 
very richly endowed. Possessing shrines, reputed of 
peculiar sanctity, the church was coveted as a place 
of burial by the great. Many illustrious personages 
were interred within its walls — four queens, amongst 
whom was Isabella, the "she-wolf of France^" four 
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duchesses, four countesses, earls, barons, and knights 
without number. Its splendid monuments of marble 
and alabaster were puUed down, at the dissolation 
of.the monastery^in 1545, hj Sir Martin Bowes, then 
Lord Mayor, and the materials sold for the insigni- 
ficant sum of 50/. 

We cannot saj that any regrets for tbis ancient 
conventual cburcb fiUed tbe breast of Sir Gresbam, 
or tbat he feit indignant at the wanton desecration 
practised by bis predecessor, Sir Martin Bowes; per 
haps, indeed, he might have preferred the modern 
pile to the ancient, but unquestionably he looked 
very tranquil, and listened patiently to the discourse 
pronounced by the Rev. Dr. Dugdale, now and then 
glancing at the Blue-coat Boys thronging the gal- 
leries, and admiring their quick and intelligent 
countenances. 

The sermon over, a statement was read by 
Dr. Dugdale of the income and expenditure of the 
hospitals under the* Lord Mayor's Jurisdiction. At 
the conclusion of the Service, Sir Gresbam and the 
other civic dignitaries repaired with the president 
and govemors to Cbrist's Hospital, where a splendid 
collation awaited them. Both on entering the school 
and on leaving it the Lord Mayor was lustily cheered 
by the Blue-coat Boys. 

And here we may mention that on the foliowing 

day (Easter Tuesday), according to custom, these 

Blue-coat Boys, before going to cburcb, marched 

througb tbe Mansion ELouse^ ^^^ t^ceiving from 
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the Lord Mayor, who was stationed with a large 
party in the saloon to see them pass, a gUttering 
flilver coin fresh from the Mint, two plum cakes, 
and a glass of wine. Needless to say, thej all drank 
his lordship^s health. 

On the same day, according to well-known 
castom, there was a stag-hunt in Epping Forest, 
though the Lord Mayor was too much occupied to 
attend it. 

Liberty to bunt in the royal forests in the 
vicinity of London was granted to the civic autho- 
rities by Henry III., and hence the appointment of 
the officer styled the Common Hunt, whose business 
it was to take care of a pack of hounds belonging 
to the Lord Mayor and Citizens and to attend them 
in those forests wherein they were authorised by 
royal charter to hunt. 

On the Easter Monday in question there was a 
numerous meeting in an open and picturesque part 
of the forest adjacent to the pleasant little town of 
Epping. Fortunately the day was fine, promising 
to be propitious to the sport. Various and grotesque 
were the costumes of these cockney sportsmen, some 
being in scarlet coats bedizened with lace, some in 
green, and others in coats that seemed to belong to 
the days of Queen Anne. The Common Hunt was 
arrayed in a scarlet coat laced with gold, with a 
large hunting-hom slung from his Shoulder, and wore 
a black velvet cap and top-boots. With him, be- 
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sides his man, who was equipped like himself^ were 
four foresters habited in green, two huntsmen, and a 
couple of whippers-in. The latter had cliarge of a 
capital pack of stag-hounds. With the Common 
Hunt were a great number of fat Citizens. Amongst 
these were Mr. Winter and Herbert, both of whom, 
owing to the providence of the Lord Mayor, were 
remarkably well mounted. Herbert wore a scarlet 
riding-dress, which set off his fine figure to great ad- 
vantage, and being a first-rate horseman, was one of 
the most noticeable personages on the field. 

Though so near London, at that time wild stags 
were to be met with in Epping Forest, and the 
covert having been drawn, a fine roebuck was 
speedily roused, whereupon the Common Hmit 
winded his hom blithely, and the hounds were im- 
mediately cast off, and the whole field started in the 
chase. 

"Hark forward! gentlemen! — hark forward!" 
shouted the Common Hunt. 

"Ay, hark forward! — hark forward! tantivy!" 
roared the squire. 

The scene that ensued was so supremely ridi- 
culous, and so provocative of merriment, that old 
Winter absolutely roared with laughter. Such 
shouting was there! — such Cracking of whips! — 
such rushing here and there! — such jostling — such 
swearing — such confusion — as never was seen the 
like! 

Half the fat citizena leiceiitly ^atbered round the 
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Common Hunt were unseated — others, having lost 
their hats and wigs, were clinging to theif horöes' 
manes like John Grilpin, and toaring lustily for help. 
Some were carried back, against their will, towards 
Epping* Others were bome off into the thickest part 
of the forest, and did not reappear tili the chase was 
over. Hundreds of riderless horses were seen flying 
about, and some of these, excited by the shouts and 
clatter, foUowed the hounds. 

As the chase went on, fresh disasters occurred, 
and more Citizens were left on the ground, and 
nnable to regain their steeds. In less than a qnarter 
of an hour the field was diminished to a third of its 
original number, but even then there was a great 
throng, and so much pressing and struggling that 
even a good horseman was in danger from the 
clumsiness and bad riding of his companions. 

At first, as we have said, the old squire laughed 
immoderately at the mishaps of the Citizens, but 
when they dashed against him or got in the way, 
he soon began to lose his temper, and swore in a 
style worthy of an old fox-hmiter. Finding, how- 
ever, it was impossible to keep them off either by 
voice or whip, he extricated himself as speedily as 
he could from the press, and shouted to Herbert to 
join him. 

They had not ridden far together, when a stoutly- 
built man, in a chocolate-coloured riding-dress, and 
mounted on a thorough-bred bright bay, joined them. 

The Lord Mayor of London. IL 17 
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No sooner did the old squire cast eyes on this pei^- 
sonage than he recognised him. 

"By the Lord Harry! 'tis he!" he cried. "-Tis 
the Flying Highwayman, who took ten guineas fro^i 
me t'other day near Bamet. Zounds! sirrah," he 
added to the man, "have you the impudence to show 
yourself on an occasion like this?" 

" Why not?" replied the other. "I have as much 
right to be here as you. I attend all meetings and 
races. But you are mistaken in saying I robbed 
you. IVe not been at Bamet for months." 

"I might be mistaken about you," rejoined the 
squire, "but 111 swear to your horse. I knew him 
again in a moment." 

"But my prancer doesn't prove me to be a high- 
wayman, old cock. This is a well-known horse, 
Eeg'lus. I bought him from the Lord Mayor's son, 
Mr. Tradescant Lorimer, when that young gem'man 
left the turf." 

"The deuce you did!" exclaimed the squire, in 
surprise. "Well, he's a fine horse, I must say." 

"Is this Kegulus?" cried Herbert, glancing ad- 
miringly at the animaJ. 

"Yes, sir," replied the rider, proudly. "This is 
Keglus, and a reg'lar good 'un he is." 

"Will you seil him?" demanded Winter. 

"Not if you'd give me his weight in gold," re- 
plied the man. 

"Then TU have him and you too," rejoined the 
squire, snatching at the bridle. 
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"No you won't, old blade," replied the high- 
wayman, eluding him, and spurring Regulus, who 
bounded forward. "There isn't a horse in this field 
that can catch me." 

"I'll try what I can do," rejoined Herbert, 
starting after him. 

The squire also set off in pursuit, hello wing out 
at the top of his voice, "A highwayman — a high- 
wayman!" But though at other times such a cry 
might have produced the desired effect, it was now, 
in the "tumult and excitement, almost unheeded. 
Many thought it a hoax — and almost all preferred 
hunting the deer to chasing a highwayman. Only 
half a dozen foUowed the old squire and his son, 
and these speedily dropped off, and retumed to the 
hounds. It was evident, indeed, that there was 
but little chance of capturing the highwayman, who 
had not overrated the powers of his steed. He led 
his pursuers into the forest, carrying them over sweep- 
ing glades towards Harlow, and finally plunging into 
a thicket, was lost. 

"That Regulus is a devilish fine horse," cried 
the squire, as they rode back. "I wish Tradescant 
had sold him to me instead of to that saucy knave." 

"Ay, he's a beauty," replied Herbert. "Trades- 
cant offered him to Tom Potter, member for Ayles- 
bury, but, as Tom wouldn't buy, he sold him for an 
old song to the first bidder. That rascal only gave 
a hundred for him." 

"And he's worth a thousand," rejoined the squire. 
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with sometbing like a groan. "But wliere are tbe 
hounds?" he added, pausing to listen. "Ha! I hear 
them. They are Coming tliis way." 

As he spoke, the lordly hart, distingoishable by 
bis noble antlers, burst into the glade along whicb 
they were riding, about a mile off, and speeded 
along it. Presently, the hounds, who were close 
upon him, and giving tongue loudly, came in view; 
and tben the Common Hunt and bis man, both of 
whom were excellently mounted, and rode well; aad 
after them as many of the field as had been able to 
keep up with the hounds. Finding that the hart 
was Coming straight np the glade, the old sqnire 
and bis son drew to one side, beneath the covert of 
the trees, in order not to tum the flying animal out 
of bis course, and from this post of Observation they 
enjoyed the animating spectacle exceedingly. When 
within a quarter of a mile of them, however, the 
stag tumed off to the right, and hounds and hunts- 
men of course went after him. On this the two 
Winters instantly quitted the covert, and crossing 
the glade, took a course which they thought would 
bring them upon the field. And so it chanced. They 
had not proceeded far, when they again caught sight 
of the hart, and, clapping spurs to their horses, soon 
came up with the huntsmen. They were just in 
time, for, now being sore pressed, the hart, having 
found a favourable position among the trees, stood 
at bay, and gored three or four hounds who rushed 
üpoD him. The cries of the wounded dogs checked 
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the others, and they stood baying in front of him as 
he menaced them with his homs, but wamed by the 
fate of their companions, none of them ventured to 
attack him. 

"Kill him!" shouted the squire. "Kill him, or 
he'll maim* half the pack." 

"He's dangerous," said the huntsman, not liking 
the Looks of the inforiated animal. 

"Give me your knife," cried Herbert, "and TU 
despatch him." 

The huntsman hesitated, but, a couple more 
hounds being hurt, he gave his long woodman's knife 
to Herbert, who, dismounting, warily approached the 
hart through the trees, and while the animal was 
staring at the hounds, suddenly dealt him the moital 
blow. 

The mort was then sounded, and Herbert received 
the compliments of the Common Hunt and the others 
on his prowess. The bück was not flayed and broken 
up on ihe spot as used to be the case in good old 
times, but was placed on boughs, and bome in 
triumph on the Shoulders of the foresters to Elpping, 
where a covered cart was waiting to convey the 
carcase to town. 

After refreshing themselves at the comfortable 
hostel known aa Epping Place with a glass of amber- 
bright ale, the squire and his son rode off to town, 
having to dine with the Lord Mayor at the Mansion 
House. 
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n. 

An old Yorkahire Servant. 

Sm Gresham Lad insisted upon liis eldest brother 
taking up bis abode at the bouse in Cbeapside, 
saying tbere were plenty of unoccupied rooms at bis 
disposal, and Winter deligbtedly availed bimself of 
tbe offer. To Cbeapside, tberefore, fatber and son 
repaired on tbeir retum to town, and consigning 
tbeir borses to tbe care of tbe groom wbo bad 
attended tbem, tbey entered tbe bouse and went 
up-stairs togetber. Tbe squire bad brougbt witb 
bim an old servant from Yorksbire, wbose livery, 
uncoutb manners, and appearance, were sources of 
great amusement to Tiplady. Tbe sbrewd old 
Yorksbireman, bowever, was quite a matcb for tbe 
coxcombical town valet. 

On reacbing tbe landing, tbe squire and bis son 
found Tiplady and Sam Liptrap, tbe old Yorksbire 
serving-man in question, seated togetber in a small 
back-room, amusing tbemselves witb a game at cards. 
Certainly a greater contrast could not be found tban 
tbese two servants presented; tbe one bard, dry, 
ungainly, and attired in an old-fashioned livery, tbe 
otber easy, airy, foppisb, and quite as smart as bis 
master. Old Liptrap lookeöi Äome^\i%.\. Q.QrLfu8ed at 
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being thus discovered, but Tiplady was not in tbe 
slightest degree disconcerted. 

"What are you about, Saim?" cried the squire; 
"losing your money at cards?" 

"Na, na, yer honour," replied Sam Liptrap, "I 
be winner of these two half-crowns." 

"Yes, sir," cried Tiplady, "the luck has been 
entirely witb Mr. Liptrap. But he has promised to 
give me my revenge." 

"If he does I'll discharge him," cried Winter. 
"Harkye, sirrah, 111 have no gambling among 
servants. When you go to Sutton, Herbert, you 
must leave this puppy behind you." 

"If you refer to me, sir," said Tiplady, "that 
direction to Mr. Herbert is entirely superfluous. 
Under no circumstances would I consent to bury 
myself in the country. And I should expire out- 
right if such a livery as Mr. Liptrap's were offered 
me. I should, upon my honour, sir." 

"The clothes be good enough, Fm quite sure," 
said Sam Liptrap. "I find no fawt wi' un." 

"I should hope not, or you'U get no more from 
me," cried Winter; "but don't stand chattering there, 
but come with me to my room and help me to dress 
for the Lord Mayor's dinner." 

"Lord, your honour, I should so like to see the 
grand dinner at the Mansion House, and the fine 
folk, and the plate. Mr. Tip has been tellin^ me 
abowt it." 
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"ni take him, sir, if you will permit me," said 
Tiplady. 

"Well, well, you may go, Sam. But you don't 
get drunk and make a fool of yourself. And now 
come along, or I shaJl be late." 

So saying, he marched off to bis room, foUowed 
by tbe old servant, while Herbert proceeded in an- 
otber direction, attended by Tiplady. 

Tbougb often pressed by tbe Lord Mayor to dine 
at tbe Mansion House, Crutcbet, with cbaracteristic 
modesty, had hitberto refrained from doing so, but 
tbe Easter banquet beld out sucb irresistible tempta- 
tions, especially wben Tradescant told bim tbat all 
tbe family were to be assembled on tbe occasion, 
and tbat, being looked upon as one of them, be 
could not, witb propriety, be left, tbat he yielded, 
and prepared himself for tbe important event. 
Arrayed in a bandsome suit of black, expressly 
ordered for tbe occasion, be went up-stairs about 
half-past üve — tbe dinner-bour at tbe Mansion 
House being six o'clock — and proceeded to the 
drawing-room, where be was sbortly aiPterwards 
joined by Tradescant and tbe two Winters. 

Tbe old squire wore a cinnamon-coloured velvet 
coat gamished with lace, a rieh brocade waistcoat, 
a laced steinkirk folded broadly over bis ehest, and 
a peruke arranged by tbe skilful hands of M. Le 
Gros. Tradescant was also elegantly and even 
ricbly.dressed in dark velvet, but was quite eclipsed 
la sbow and splendour \)y "HL^tVietl^ ^lio was now, 
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beyond all question, the beau of the family. On 
seeing Crutchet, for whom he had a great liking, 
Mr. Winter went up to bim, and shaking bim cordi- 
ally by the band, said, "I'm delighted you are going 
with US to the Mansion Hoose, Bow Beils. K you 
had been absent to-day, the dinner would haye been 
incomplete." 

"That's what I told Mr. Crutchet, uncle," said 
Tradescant. "I said we should all — from the Lord 
Mayor downwards — be greatly disappointed iC he 
stayed away. But I had hard work to persuade 
him. Would you believe it, he has never yet dined 
either at Guildhall or the Mansion House." 

"I can believe anything odd of him," said Winter. 
"But what's your reason for such stränge conduct, 
Bow Bella? It can't be because youVe not been 
invited?" 

"No, that's not it, sir," replied Crutchet "The 
Lord Mayor has repeatedly asked me. But Tm not 
fit Company for such great folks as dine with his 
lordship" 

"Pshaw! you underrate yourself, Bow Beils. 
You're fit Company for anybody. However, I'm 
glad youVe made up your mind to dine with us 
to-day. You'U have a famous dinner, I can teil you 
— plenty of venison and turtle — ha! ha!" 

"Why, sir, you talk of the venison and turtle 
with as much gusto as an alderman," obaerved 
bis son. 

"Oddsflesh!" exclaimed the old ^j^i^^\£as^> 
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chuckling, "there isn't an alderman among them, 
or a Mazarine either, who will bring a better 
appetite to the feast than I shall. Fm as hungry as 
a hunter, and shall do ample justice to all the good 
things the Lord Mayor may set before me. Follow 
my example, Bow Beils, and you'U do well." 

"Your ride to Epping has been of service to 
you, uncle," observed Tradescant, laughing. "Pray 
how did the stag-hunt go off?" 

"WonderfuUy," replied the old gentleman. 
"Never was at such a meet in my life — ha! ha! 
Such cattle! such riders — why, sir, five minutes 
after the start the ground looked like a field of 
battle, strewn with prostrate cits — GuUoden was 
nothing to it — ha! ha! ha!" 

"And who should we come upon but the Flying 
Highwayman!" observed Herbert. "We gave him 
chase, but he got away from us. However, you 
won't be surprised at that, when I teil you he rode 
Eegulus." 

"Kegulus! — is it possible? No wonder, then, 
he performs such wonderful feats." 

"I shall get Kegulus when the rascal is hanged," 
laughed the squire. 

At this moment, Tiplady announced that the 
carriage was ready. Whereupon all the party went 
down stairs and got into the conveyance, which was 
drawn up at the private door in Queenstreet, and 
Tiplady and old Liptrap having climb.ed up behind, 
tbe coacbrnsLU drove towaids \\v^ llLd.w^\^\i H.Q\Lae. 
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By tbis time Cheapside was fiUed with a long 
line of splendid equipages, proceeding in the same 
direction. By the aid of a peace-officer, the carriage 
containing our friends was at once admitted into the 
line, otherwise they might have been long in reaching 
their destination. As it was, they proceeded so slowly 
that it was füll a quarter of an hour before they 
arrived at the Mansion House. 
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m. 

The Easter Banqnet. 

The approaches to the grand portal were covered 
with awnings. Both flights of Steps were so crowded 
with richly-dressed persons of botb sexes, that access 
to the great doorway was a work of some difficulty. 
However, our firiends reached it at last. 

Here were stationed on either side the Lord 
Mayor's beadles in their State liveries, holding their 
silver-headed staves, other stavesmen, some officers 
of the City militia, and two officers of the honse- 
hold, bearing white wands. Within the portal, and 
at the entrance to the vestibule, stood the senior 
City Marshai in his fall habiliments, the junior 
City Marshai, various officers of the household in 
fall dress, the Lord Mayor's bärge -master in his 
State dress, the watermen carrying their coloürs, 
seven trumpeters in embroidered &ocks, holding 
clarions fringed with gold, the Lord Mayor's three 
carvers, the Lord Mayor's coachman, Mr. Keck, in 
his state-livery, the postilions in their tight buck- 
skins and black velvet caps, adomed with Sir 
Gresham's crest, and a whole array of tall footmen 
in state-liveries. 

Beaides these and maiiy Q\k^x^ ^\vQm we have 
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not time to particiilarise, there was a grand militaiy 
band, with a gaard of honour, consisting of a Com- 
pany of Grenadiers, in their tall caps and füll 
regimentals, drawn up in two lines along the 
Vestibüle. 

What witli tbe numerons guests constantly pour- 
ing in and passing on, the various functionaries 
belonging to the Lord Mayor's household, and the 
guard of honour, with the officers belonging to it, 
the saloon, spacions as it is, looked thronged, and 
presented a very imposing spectacle. To those who 
had never seen it on a similar occasion, as was the 
case both with Mr. Winter and old Crutchet, it was 
peculiarly striking. Here might be seen a portly 
alderman in bis scarlet gown and chain ceremoniously 
welcoming the prime warden of the Merchant Tailors' 
Company, and bis wife and daughters; here was an- 
other alderman, likewise in bis robes, and wearing 
bis badges of office — in this case it was our 
acquaintance, Sir Felix Bland — paying bis devoirs, 
in bis usual adulatory style, to some charming court 
ladies; here was a group of deputies and common- 
councilmen in their mazarine blue robes, talking 
and chatting together, and passing remarks on the 
Company as they passed in review before them; but 
these were only parts in the brilliant scene, which 
it would require time to examine fully. 

Above the general buzz proceeding from the 
crowd, and resounding from the dome, arose the 
loud voices of the ushers as they announced iVä 
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guests. The old squire gazed axotind him with 
wonder, not unmingled witli admiration. Prepared 
as he was for a showy scene, this display of civic 
pomp and splendour far exceeded his expectations, 
and he began to have a higher notion of the dignity 
and importance of his brother^s office than he had 
previously entertained. The sight of so many per- 
sonages rather bewildered him, and he moved on 
with the stream in silence, gazing with a sort of 
awe, that rather surprised himself, at the numerous 
civic dignitaries and grandly-arrayed officers of 
various degrees by whom he was surrounded. Poor 
Crutchet was so dazzled by the splendour of the 
scene that he scarcely dared to look around. 

Descrying the party as they moved along, and 
chancing to be disengaged at the moment, Sir Felix 
Bland immediately made up to them, and seizing 
Mr. Winter by the band, said, "My dear sir, I'm so 
very happy to see you — and you too, my dear Mr. 
Crutchet — delighted to see you here, sir — first 
time IVe had that pleasure. Been to the Epping 
Hunt, I hear, my dear Mr. Winter — droll scene, 
isn't it? But you must use your eyes, my good sir, 
and look around you. There's the Chamberlain, and 
that's the prime warden of the Goldsmiths' Company 
with his wife, and that's the City Kemembrancer, 
with the ComptroUer and the two Secondaries, and 
there's Sir Nathaniel Nash, one of the shenffs — 
the other sheriff, Sir John Cartwright, has just gone 
/n/' Thus he rattled on, mthout waiting for a reply. 
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In another minute the party had arrived at the 
entrance of a large room on the left of the saloon, 
which forms an ante-chanjber to the principal apart- 
ments on this floor. Here a number of persons, who 
had been presented, were assembled, and here the 
guests, as they arrived, delivered their titles or 
names to an usher, who, marching to the door of an 
inner room, proclaimed them aloud, and the an- 
nouncement was again and again repeated, until the 
presence-chamber was reached. 

In the middle of this noble room, arrayed in bis 
füll robes, with the collar of SS. round his neck, 
stood the Lord Mayor, and so füll of dignity was 
his deportment, that even his brother, when he 
approached him, preceded by the usher, was im- 
pressed by it. On his lordship's left stood the Lady 
Mayoress, in a rieh brocade dress, having a stomacher 
of diamonds and other Ornaments. Her head-dress, 
which, in spite of the royal reproof, again towered 
aloft, was adomed with pearls, and nodded with 
ostrich plumes. With her were her two favourite 
daughters, both of whom were attired with their 
customary taste and splendour. Indeed, as the Duke 
of York was expected, Lady Dawes had heightened 
her charms to the utmost, and really looked very 
fascinating. However, neither she nor Mrs. Chatteris 
could compare in point of positive beauty with Milly 
and Prue; and though they far outshone the younger 
graces in splendour of attire, they feil short in the 
essentials of personal attraction. Though not oc- 
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cupying so prominent a place as the favourites, 
Milly and Prue formed part, of course, of tbe Lady 
Mayoress's entonrage. Dressed precisely alike, in 
white satin omamented with pearls, they were dis- 
tingnished by a taste and simplicity that lent them 
an indescribable cbarm. 

"No ceremony with me, my dear brother," cried 
the Lord Mayor, holding ont both hands to Mr. 
Winter, and preventing the formal bow whieh the 
latter meditated. "No ceremony," he repeated. 
"Delighted to see you. You must take eare of your- 
self, for I shan^t have mach time to attend to you 
tili later on in the evening." 

"Don't give me a thought, brother," replied 
Winter. "I shall do very well, I'm sure, and if I 
should be at a loss for anything, I can Äpply to 
Tradescant. OddsfleshI how well you look," he 
added, in a lower tone. "It's a very fine thing to 
be brother to a Lord Mayor, and I feel myself of 
more consequence than I did a short time ago." 

"It's a very pleasant thing to have you and 
Lawrence with me on this occasion, my dear God- 
frey," replied the Lord Mayor, "and I can assure 
you that all the homage I have paid me to-day 
doesn^t yield me half the satisfaction I experiemee 
at the sight of you both. And now go to her lady- 
ship, for Crutchet is waiting to be presented." 

With this Winter passed on, and made his bow 

to the Lady Mayoress, wbo received him very 

graciouBljy whüe bis tVfo nieces^ who stood near, 
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smiled upon him most sweetly, essaying to make 
him believe they were enchanted to see him. But 
they were fax too fiüe ladies to please the piain old 
gentleman, who abominated affectation and pretension 
as mnch as he liked simplicity and modesty, and he 
was, therefore, very glad to escape from themto 
his daughter and Milly, of whose sincerity he had 
no doubt, and whose manner and appearance yielded 
him unmitigated satisfaction. 

He was still with them when Crutchet came up. 
As may be supposed, the worthy old fellow had 
been most kindly received by the Lord Mayor, who 
did everything he could to set him at his ease, and 
quite succeeded in doing so; but the next moment 
the poor fellow's self-satisfaction was destroyed by 
the Lady Mayoress, who tumed away disdainfully 
as he approached her, not even acknowledging his 
profound obeisance, while her eider daughters imitated 
her ladyship^s example. He was smarting under 
this rudeness when he came up to Mr. Winter, who, 
having noticed the previous occurrence, would not 
allow him to go on tili he had spoken to Prue and 
Milly, and their amiability and good nature speedily 
set him right. In another minute Tradescant and 
Herbert joined them, and then Sir Felix, who had 
been showering his compliments upon the Lady 
Mayoress and her two eider daughters, came up, 
and was equally fervent in his expressions of admi- 
ration of the younger ladies. 

Meanwhile, the Company was arriving fast^ axLd 
73^ Lora Mayor of London. IL ^ 
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presentation after presentation took place. After 
several distinguished personages had been proclaimed 
by the usher, bis Grace tfie Duke of Newcastle was 
announced, and the little withered, sbarp-featured 
old peer, ricbly attired, and wearing tbe blue riband 
and Star, tottered forward, and made bis bow, witb 
tbe grace of a courtier of George the Second's day, 
to tbe Lord Mayor and tbe Lady Mayoress. Scarcely 
bad Newcastle retired wben he was succeeded by 
tbe Rigbt Hon. George Grenville, principal secretary 
of State. Next came tbe Marquis of Rockingham, 
cbief lord of tbe bedcbamber, and tben tbere were 
dukes in succession — namely, Devonsbire, Bolton, 
and Portland. 

Tben came a number of commoners, all of wbom 
were distinguished in some way or otber, and 
amongst wbom were our acquaintances, Wilkes, Tom 
Potter, Sir William Stanbope, Sir Francis Dashwood, 
and Sir Thomas Stapleton. 

Tben came more peers and peeresses, pre-emi- 
nent among the latter being tbe three court beauties 
wbom, earlier in our story, we bad tbe pleasure of 
introducing as visitors to Guildball — namely, the 
Duchess of Riebmond and tbe Oountesses of Pem- 
broke and Kildare. All three were superbly attired, 
and radiant with pearls and precious stones, and still 
maintained their supremacy for grace and beauty, 
for no one in that large assemblage — and there 
were many charming women present — could for a 
moment compare with t\iem. Three creatures more 
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ravishingly lovely cannot be imagined, and on their 
appearance all eyes were irresistibly drawn towards 
them. The Lord Mayor's polite attentions to them 
at Guildhall on the occasion of their visit, had made 
a very agreeable Impression upon all three, and they 
showed by their manner how mach pleased they were 
to see him. On bis part, Sir Gresbam could not fail 
to be highly gratified by their presence, and he said 
so in terms which he could not have employed had 
not the beauty of bis guests called forth bis admi- 
ration. 

"Your lordship has been taking a lesson in the 
art of compliment from that arch-professor, Sir Felix 
Bland, since we had last the pleasure of seeing you," 
said the Duchess of Richmond smiling; "but we re- 
ally are more indebted to you than we can express 
for giving us an opportunity of witnessing another 
grand civic entertainment. We have a most agree- 
able recoUection of the first, I can assure you." 

And the duchess^s assurance was confirmed by 
the smiling looks of her lovely companions. 

"I am enchanted to see your grace and their 
ladyships at the Mansion House," replied the Lord 
Mayor; "and though I cannot offer you the attractions 
held out by the presence of their Majesties on the 
former occasion, nothing shall be wanting on my 
part to render your visit agreeable, and evince my 
sense of the honour, and, I may add, the extreme 
pleasure you confer upon me." 

Acknowledging this speech with a emilft tb»! ^. 
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syren might have envied, the duchess and her com- 
panions went on; but though they were received by 
tbe Lady Mayoress and her eider daughters with an 
assiduity amounting to obsequiousness, tbey were 
baugbty and distant, and the duchess completed tbe 
Lady Mayoress's dismay by inquiring who those two 
very pretty girls were behind her — meaning Milly 
and Prue — and on being informed, at once ad- 
dressed them, saying, in the most affable manner, 
that she feit sure she had seen them before, bat 
couldn't exactly teil where, ad ding some other com- 
plimentary remarks on the improvement in their ap- 
pearance, extremely gratifying to all who heard 
them, save, perhaps, to Lady Dawes and Mrs. 
Ghatteris. 

While this was passing, other distingoished guests 
had arrived, the Duke of Manchester, her Majesty^s 
chamberlain; Lord Cantilupe, vice-chamberlain; and 
the Earl of Harcourt, master of the horse. Amongst 
the peeresses were the Duchesses of Ancaster and 
Hamilton, and the Countesses of Effingham and 
Egremont Next came Lord Sandwich, and then 
some eminent lawyers; after which a general Sensa- 
tion was created by the arrival of the Earl of Bute, 
Tf^ho had just obtained the post he had so long 
coveted, of first lord of the treasury. 

The new prime minister attracted all eyes as he 
entered the room. Attired, as usnal, in black velyet, 
trimmed with silver, and wearing the blue riband 
and staXf Lord Bute pieBeixt^d «i. ^«cy Btately appear- 
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ance, and, as if conscious of the additional import- 
ance he had recently acquired, he advanced very 
majestically and slowly towards the Lord Mayor, as 
if e;xpecting his lordship to come forward to meet 
him. But Sir Gresham did not move, but awaiting 
the earl's approach, retumed his ceremonious bow 
with a digmty equal to his own. With the prime 
minister came his confidant, Lord Melcomb, who had 
helped him to his present eminent position, and who 
looked even more self-sufficient and contemptuous 
than the Favourite. 

"I am happy to teil you, my Lord Mayor," ob- 
served Bute, "thät I have reached the City without 
molestation. From former experience, I was under 
some little apprehension of rüde treatment on this 
side of Temple-bar. But I have met witli none. Mr. 
Pitt, I believe, does not dine with your lordship. 
Perhaps," he added, with some significance, "his 
absence may account for the quietude of the mob." 

"If Mr. Pitt had honoured me with his Company, 
my lord, he might have been cheered on his way 
hither," rejoined the Lord Mayor, "since it is utterly 
impossible to repress the enthusiasm my fellow- 
citizens feel for him. But I am glad to leam &om 
your lordship that they are better able than they 
were to control their feelings of displeasure." 

To this rejoinder, though secretly annoyed by it, 
Bute didn't deem it advisable to make a reply, but 
tuming to the Lady Mayoress, bowed to her in a 
Btiff and stately manner, while Lord Melcoisih ^\2kj^^^ 
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out a cloud of powder from liis enormous periwig, as 
he bent ceremoniously to Sir Gresham. 

A seasonable relief was offered at this moment 
by the arrival of the royal Dukes, as was proclaimed 
by the striking up of the national anthem by the 
military band stationed in the saloon, as well as by 
the grounding of arms by the guard, the sound of 
which could be distinetly heard. Whereupon the 
Lord Mayor, attended by the sheriffs and some of 
the aldermen, went to meet his royal guests, and 
encountered them in the vestibule. 

The Duke of Cumberland looked somewhat better 
than he did when he visited Guildhall, but his 
features were still bloated and distorted, and he 
walked with difficulty. His speech being slightly 
affected, it was difficult to make out what he said, 
and his gruff tones and suUen manner left it gener- 
ally doubtful whether he was pleased or the reverse. 
This was certainly the case on the present oecasion, 
for he put out his band to the Lord Mayor, and 
then drew it quickly back as if hurt by the pres- 
sure, growling at the same time like a mastifP with 
a sore paw. 

Very different from that of his uncle was the de- 
portment of the Duke of York. Shaking hands 
heartily with the Lord Mayor, he bowed graciously 
to the sheriffs and aldermen, and conversed most 
affably with every one around him. He was magni- 
ficently dressed in a coat of gold brocade, tumed up 
witb ßilky and embroideted mlYi \»x^^ ftowers in 
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silver and coloors, and having diamond buttons. His 
ruffles were of the finest point-lace; and he wore a 
diamond solitaire, witb brilliants at tbe knee and in 
bis sboes. 

Conducting bis royal guests to tbe inner cbamber, 
tbe Lord Major presented tbem to tbe Lady Mayoress, 
and as soon as this ceremony was gone tbrougb, tbe 
gallant young Duke addressed bimself to Lady 
Dawes, wbo was now made supremely bappy. Little 
time, bowever, was allowed for conversation of any 
sort, for dinner being annoiinced, tbe doors com- 
municating witb tbe saloon were tbrown open, wbere- 
upon tbe Lord Mayor offered bis arm to tbe Ducbess 
of Bicbmond, and led ber fortb. 

Tbe Duke of Cumberland foUowed witb tbe Lady 
Mayoress, and Lady Dawes, to her infinite delight, 
feil to tbe care of tbe Duke of York. 

Before this, all tbe guests bad been informed by 
tbe master of the ceremonies and other officials whom 
tbey were to take to dinner, and wbere they were to 
sit, so that no delay or confusion occurred, but all 
went according to their degrees, and in tbe order 
prescribed. Prue, we may mention, was consigned 
to Tradescant, and Milly to Herbert-, but no lady 
was allotted to Mr. Winter, a deprivation, we are 
sorry to say, that did not give bim much concem. 

Preceded by tbe trumpeters blowing lively 
flourishes, by usbers and gentlemen of tbe household 
bearing white wands, by the swordbearer and mace- 
bearer, tbe Lord Mayor ushered his gueata into tha 
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Egyptian Hall, and proceeded towards the upper 
table at the eastern end of the room. 

Besides the elevated table appropriated to the 
Lord Major, bis most important guests, and the 
chief civic dignitaries, three other tables, allotted to 
the general Company, ran down nearly the whole 
length of the hall. In the midst of the upper table, 
and opposite the throne-like chairs destined for the 
Lord Mayor and the Lady Mayoress, stood a large 
silver-gilt plateau, comprising a beautiful group of 
figures, the chief of which, a very graceful woman, 
crowned with turrets, and bearing a shield graven 
with the City arms, was intended to represent the 
city of London. Besides this splendid centre-piece 
the whole table was covered with costly dishes, 
salvers, and flagons, of rare workmanship. On a 
high beaufet at the back was another grand display 
of gilt salvers, plate, and drinking-vessels. 

The three lower tables were also handsomely 
omamented, though they could not, of conrse, be 
compared in point of splendour with the uppej*. 
Richly decorated for the occasion, splendidly illu- 
minated by girandoles and lustres dependent from 
the ceiling, and by candelabra set on the tables, 
filled ;witb Company, the grand banqueting-chamber 
presented a most imposing coup-d^oeil, and as the 
old squire, who was placed at the upper table, among 
the illustrious guests, looked down it, noted the im- 
mense Corinthian pillars on either side, the decora- 
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tions, aud the süperb appointments, he thought he 
had never beheld so magnificent a sight. 

By this time all the principal guests had been 
marshalled to their places. The two large chairs we 
have referred to were of course occupied by the 
Lord Mayor and the Lady Mayoress. On his lord- 
ship^s left sat the Duchess of Eichmond, and next to 
her grace was the Duke of York, and beside him 
Lady Dawes. The Lady Mayoress was supported 
by the Duke of Cumberland, next to whom sat the 
Duchess of Ancaster with Lord Bute. All the 
members of the Lord Mayor's family had places at 
the Upper table, and his two brothers sat together. 

Grace having been pronounced by the chaplain, 
in tones that resounded through the hall, the ban- 
quet commenced. It is scarcely necessary to say 
that the entertainment was of the most sumptuous 
description, but we may add what Sir Felix Bland 
declared, that he had never seen anything like it. 
Li fact, it was universally admitted to have been the 
grandest banquet and the most splendidly served 
that up to that period had been given in the Man- 
sion House. Every delicacy that could be obtained 
was set before the guests, and no distinction was 
made between the upper and lower tables, the latter 
being served in precisely the same manner as the 
öther. The wine was of the finest vintages, and 
poured forth in flowing cups. The old squire en- 
joyed himself immensely, and did ample justice to 
the turtle and venison of which he had s^oken., 



282 THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 

while Lawrence, thongh he could not boast of his 
brother's appetite, proved himself no despicable 
trencherman. 

In the intervals of the repast, Mr. Winter looked 
about for Old Bow Beils, and at last discovered bim 
seated near the bottom of the central table, and, 
managing to catch bis eye, raised bis glass, and 
drank to bim. The old fellow was in a state of 
perfect elysium. To bim it was a scene of fairy 
splendour, such as bis Imagination had not con- 
ceived. 

Familiär as they had now become with such 
entertainments, both Tradescant and Herbert were 
Struck by the extraordinary splendour of the ban- 
quet; and indeed the universal opinion was that it 
could not possibly be surpassed. But feasts, how- 
ever sumptuous they may be, must, like everything 
eise, come to an end, and guests, albeit insatiable, 
must, however reluctantly, leave off carousing, and 
so the Easter Banquet given by our Lord Mayor, 
though longer than such feasts usually are, was at 
last brought to a close. 

Grace being said, and the Loving Cup having 
gone round, the health of their Majesties was pro- 
claimed by the crier, and drunk amidst immense 
cheering. The Duke of York then arose, and in 
graceful terms proposed the health of the Lord 
Mayor, whom he highly eulogised for bis noble 
qualities. The toast was rapturously received, and 
drunk with an ent\i\i8iasni tc^x^I^ ^itneased, proving 
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the estimation in which Sir Gresham was held. 
Hearty and long-continued were the cheers. In 
acknowledging the distinguished honour paid him, 
the Lord Mayor, who was deeply moved, spoke 
briefly and modestly of his own career, showing how 
he had risen to his present distinction, and proving 
that a similar path was open to all his fellow-citizens. 
"I shall not, I am sure," said his lordship, "be mis- 
understood when I hold myself up to a younger 
generation as an example and an encouragement. It 
is from no feeling of vain-gloriousness that I do so, 
but from the eamest desire to stimulate them to 
honourable exertion. I have shown how I have 
risen. They may rise in like manner. Throughout 
my career I have discharged my duties to the best 
of my ability, and have now abundantly reaped my 
reward. Such manifestations as yours would be 
enough. But I am proud to be able to declare to 
this distinguished assemblage that the title I have 
acquired by no unworthy means will be transmitted 
to my son, since I have this day received from my 
gracious sovereign a patent of baronetcy." 

With these words he sat down amid the general 
plaudits of the Company. 

Other toasts foUowed, but it will not be necessary 
to particularise them. It may be mentioned, however, 
that in speaking of the House of Commons, Mr. 
Beckford took occasion to refer to the new member 
for the East Riding, Mr. Winter, explaining that 
gentleman's relations to the Lord Mayor, He a.W 
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alluded to Lawrence Lorimer, and without entering 
into any details, described how strangely the tbree 
brothers had met after so many years' Separation. 
The health of the Lady Mayoress, graceftilly pro- 
posed by the Duke of York, who contrived to mix 
up with it many compliments to her daughters, closed 
the list of toasts; and the Lord Mayor having re- 
sponded to it, the Company arose at a signal from 
the crier, and adjoumed to the ball-room. 
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IV. 

The Bau. 

The ball-room, a splendid apartment, correspond- 
ing in length though not in breadth with the Egyptian 
Hall, was situated in the upper story. Surrounded 
by a gallery for spectators, and possessing a large 
orchestra, it was appropriately adomed with panels 
representing musical instruments of every variety. 
On the present occasion it was brilliantly ligbted 
up, festooned with flowers and otherwise decorated, 
while a cordon of uncoloured lamps ran round the 
gallery. The floor was chalked with devices in 
yaried colours, and a Square Space was preserved for 
the dancers by means of silken ropes attached to 
brass rods. Connected with the ball-room was a 
large and handsomely-fumished withdrawing-room, 
and to this room, on quitting the Egyptian Hall, the 
Lord Mayor and his guests repaired. There tea was 
served; and there the Lady Mayoress received such 
of the guests as had only been invited to the ball. 
Very numerous they were, and extremely amusing 
it was to See so many City beaux and beUes tricked 
out in all their finery. 

As may be supposed, the Lady Mayoress, sur- 
rounded as she was by great folks^ and h^axtal^ 
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ashamed of sucli an addition as this to her partj, 
received them most haughtily, and sometimes even 
moved her fan impatiently to intimate to them to 
pass hj. But Sir Gresham was as affable as ever, 
bowing courteously to all, and smiling a welcome 
when too far off to utter it. 

Her ladyship had now no support from her eider 
daughters, both of whom were otherwise oecupied — 
Lady Dawes with the Duke of York, and Mrs. 
Chatteris with Lord Sandwich, who, failing with one 
sister, had transferred his attentions to the other. 
But she had much better assistance than they would 
have afforded in the persons of Milly and Prue, whö 
stood beside her, and by their amiable deportment 
mitigated in some degree the effect of her rudeness. 

Some hundreds of guests had flocked in, and 
had been subjected to the terrible ordeal of passing 
the Lady Mayoress, when the usher at the door 
bawled out the familiär names of Mr., Mrs., and 
Miss Walworth, and the party came on, not with- 
out misgiving as to the reception they should meet 
with. Strange to relate, the Lady Mayoress was 
remarkably gracious, and seemed to have quite for- 
gotten her former misunderstanding with them. She 
graciously saluted Mrs. Walworth, and even shook 
hands with Alice. Close behind them was a tall, 
handsome, but somewhat effeminate-looking young 
man, whom the usher had announced as Mr. Charles 
Cracraft. As soon as he bowed to the Lady 
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Mayoress, this gaj-looking spark joined Alice, who 
took his arm. 

"There she is, my dear Mr. Winter," cried Sir 
Felix Bland, who was Standing i;iear the old squire; 
"that's Alice Walworth. What d'ye think of her?" 

"Humph!" exclaimed Winter. "She's well 
enough to look at. But who's that young coxcomb 
who has just given her his arm?" 

"Oh, that's Charley Cracraft," replied Sir Felix. 

"Charley Cracraft, is it?" cried Winter. "Then, 
in my opinion, Alice is likely to be Mrs. Charles 
Cracraft. What do you think, Herbert?" he added 
to his son, who was standing by with Tradescant. 

"As likely as not," replied the young man, with 
affected indiflference, though it was piain he was 
piqued. "I'U go and speak to her," he added. 

And he was making his way towards that part 
of the room whither the Walworths had gone, when 
he was stopped by Wilkes and Tom Potter, who 
caught hold of him and detained him. 

"That girl will never do for Herbert," said 
Winter to Tradescant. "I can see that at a 
glance." 

"You are quite right, sir," replied his nephew. 
"And I hope, before the evening is over, to convince 
him that he has to do with an arrant coquette who 
cares nothing about him." 

"I hear what you say," cried Prue. "Come 
this way, I want to whisper a word to you." And 
then she added, in an under tone, "Free Herbert 
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from that coquette; bring him to Milly*s feet; and 
you shall fix the wedding-day as soon as 70a 
please." 

"ril do my best," he replied; "but you must all 
help me. "Harkye, Sir Felix," he added, "I want 
your assistance." And he took the little alderman 
aside. "I know I can depend upon your friendship," 
he Said. 

"That you can, my dear sir — entirely. Any- 
' thing to prove it." 

On this Tradescant whispered a few words in 
the little alderman's ear, to which Sir Felix replied, 
"m do it, my dear sir. Eely on me." 

At this moment the doors of the ball-room were 
thrown open, and the master of the ceremonies, 
accompanied by two gentlemen of the household, 
advanced towards the Lord Mayor. At the same 
time the military band, which now occupied the 
orchestra, Struck up, enlivening the Company with 
their inspiriting strains.* 

"Will it please your Royal Highness to dance a 
minuet?" said the Lord Mayor to the Duke of 
York. 

"Shall I have the supreme felicity, madam?" 
Said the Duke, bowing ceremoniously to Lady 
Dawes. 

"Your Eoyal Highness does me infinite honour," 
she replied, dropping a profound courtesy as she 
gave him her band. 

Preceded by the mastec of the ceremonies and 
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the other officials the Duke then led her to the ball- 
room, and as she marched with stately step her 
mother's eyes foUowed her with pride and admira- 
tion. A good many other female eyes foUowed her 
too, but with most of the owners of them she was 
rather an object of envy than of admiration. After 
the royal Duke and bis charming partner walked 
Lord Sandwich and Mrs. Chatteris, and they were 
succeeded by Tradescant and Prue. The greater 
portion of the Company flocked after them quickly, 
filling all that part of the room outside the reserved 
Space. One of the cords being unhooked by the 
master of the ceremonies, those about to dance took 
their places, when two other couples presente^ them- 
selves, and, as there was plenty of room, were ad- 
mitted. These, to Tradescant^s surprise, proved to 
be Herbert and Alice, and Mr. Wilkes and Milly. 
The music then Struck up, and the minuet began. 
The stately dance was admirably executed by all 
those engaged in it, and even Wilkes, whose friends 
drew near the ropes to laugh at him, came off with 
^clat. Alice Walworth also acquitted herseif ex- 
ceedingly well, and the old squire, who looked on, 
was obliged to own that she was an uncommonly 
pretty girl. He fancied, however, from the direction 
occasionally taken by her glances, that she was 
displaying her graces to young Cracraft, who was 
Standing just in front of him, near the ropes. At 
the Guildhall ball it was thought that the best 
dancers were the Lady Mayoress's eider daughters^ 

The Lord Mayor of London, U, *^ 
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but now the palm was universally accorded to her 
ladyship's youngest daughter and niece, the latter of 
whom enchanted all the assemblage by her graceful 
movements. 

The minuet was succeeded by a cotillon, in 
which a great many young persons took part; a jig 
came next, and then a rigadoon, and after that a 
Scotch reel. If the beaux of the east were not as 
polished and well-bred as theur rivals of the west, 
they were quite as fond as the others of footing it 
on the light fantastic toe, while the helles of the 
City, not being wom out by incessant routs, drums, 
and ridottos, like the languid fair pnes of St. James's, 
compelled their partners to greater exertion. Hence 
it followed that the Mansion House ball, though 
comprising, as might be expected, a very mixed 
assemblage (which to our thinking is by far the 
pleasantest kind of assemblage), was a very agree- 
able entertainment, and remarkable for life and 
spirit. The dancers were indefatigable, and were 
incited to constant exertion by the Lord Mayor, 
who was as active as the master of the ceremonies 
in providing his guests with partners. Kind-hearted 
Sir GFresham liked, above all things, to see young 
people happy, and strove by every means in his 
power to promote their happiness. Thus nothing 
afforded him more ujimixed satisfaction than to 
witness the gaiety pervading the assemblage. Every- 
body seemed to enjoy themselves. If not dancing, 
tbey were Jaughing and chattiü^^ «öjI uQthin§ but 
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mirth and good humour seemed to prevail. There 
was no stifl&iess, no formality, and in this respect 
the ball differed greatly from a grand entertainment 
given at the more fashionable quarter of the town, 
which, though very stately and imposing, would 
have been the stiffest and dreariest affair imaginable. 
Ättached to the withdrawing-room there were card- 
rooms, where play was going on, and besides these 
there were refreshment-rooms, and a supper-room, 
in which, at twelve o'clock, a magnificent repast 
was served. As at the previous banquet, the guests 
were regaled with the choicest delicacies, and the 
exhausted dancers were reinvigorated by bumpers 
of Champagne. Among those who partook of this 
splendid supper were young Cracraft and Alice 
Walworth, and so engrossed were they by each 
other, that they were whoUy unconscious of the 
looks fixed upon them from the opposite side of the 
table, where Prue and Milly, with Tradescant and 
Herbert, were stationed. Calling her brother's at- 
tention to the couple, Prue said to him, 

"Surely, Herbert, you cannot be blind to what 
is going on there! Except the minuet, which she 
amiably conceded to you, Alice has danced every 
other dance with Charles Cracraft, and he has never 
left her for a moment. You see how assiduous he 
is to her, how he whispers tender speeches in her 
ear, and how encouragingly she smiles upon him. 
If you have any engagement with this girl, break 

19* 
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it off at once. Her present conduct Warrants you 
in doing so." 

"I have no positive engagement with her," he 
rejoined. 

"You have engagement of some kind, I per- 
ceive," she rejoined. "You owe it to yourself to 
put an end to it. See! they are quitting the room 
together. She has never once cast her eyes thiß 
way." 

"ril hring it to an issue at once," said Herbert 
"Either she shall give up young Cracraft, or she 
shall give up me." 

So saying, he started in pursuit, but the crowd 
was very great, and ere he could get to the other 
side of the long table, the amorous couple had dis- 
appeared. While puzzling himself whither they 
could have gone, and trying to keep down the angry 
feelings which prompted him to pick a quarrel with 
his favoured rival, he perceived Sir Felix, who was 
evidently making* his way towards him, and who, as 
soon as he came up, said, in a loud voice, "Pve 
found it out, my dear fellow. She won't do." 

"If you refer to Alice Walworth, I'm very much 
of your opinion, Sir Felix," replied Herbert. "But 
why won't she do? Let me hear?" 

"I can't teil you all now, but you may trust to 
the correctness of my information. You know 1 re- 
commended Alice to you on the score of her fortune 
— not entirely, of course, but principally. A girl 
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with a plum to her fortune is a great catch — I told 
you so." 

"You did; and I agreed with you, Sir Felix. 
Tm sorry to say the plum proved a Iure I couldn^t 
resist." 

"Then between ourselves, my dear-fellow, it's 
all a flam. Qld Walworth can't give her a plum — 
not half the amount — not a fourth. Perhaps he 
may come down with a thousand. But that^s the 
utmolät. Will you take her with a thousand?" 

"Not with a hundred thousand, as originally 
proposed," eried Herbert. 

"Delighted to hear you say so!" exclaimed the 
little alderman, chuckling. "Let Charley Cracraft. 
have her. She'U do very well for him." 

"Where the deuce is she?" cried Herbert. "I 
must settle this matter at once." 

"Äy, ay, the sooner the better," exclaimed Sir 
Felix, eagerly. "Let's go and look for them. We 
shall find them in some retired nook, TU be swom 
— billing and cooing like a couple of turtles — he! 
he! he!" 

With this, Herbert and the little alderman quitted 
the supper-room, and as they were proceeding to- 
wards some of the smaller apartments, they en- 
countered Wilkes and Tom Potter, of whom Sir 
Felix at once inquired whether they had seen any- 
thing of Alice Walworth. 

"Seen her! yes, and in very goöd Company, too," 
cried Wilkes, with a laugh. "She is gone into that 
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room on tlie right — tliere — beyond the card-room. 
Tom Potter and I were there when the pair entered, 
but we soon perceived we were de trop, and dis- 
creetly left them to themselves." 

" Yes, we didn't like to spoil sport," laughed Potter. 

"Harkye, Herbert," said Wilkes. "I know 
youVe been tbinking of tbat girl of late, but Tve 
too mucb friendsbip for you to allow you to tbrow 
yonrself away upon her without remonstrance. Take 
my Word for it, sbe's a coquette, and will make you 
miserable. Have done with ber at once." 

"I give you tbe same advice," said Potter. 
"Marry ber, and your fate is sealed!" 

"If you want to marry, TU point out to you the 
most cbarming person in the world," pursued Wilkes, 
"to wbose merits you seem most unaccountably 
blind. I mean your cousin Milly. That's the girl 
to make you bappy." 

"I'm sure sbe is," cried Sir Felix; "and a good 
fortune, too." 

"Hang tbe fortune!" cried Wilkes. "The girl 
is a treasure in herseif, and such as doesnH fall to 
every man's lot to possess. But I'll teil you more, 
she loves you." 

"Loves mel" exclaimed Herbert. "How do you 
know tbat?" 

"You shall hear," replied Wilkes. "A Mend of 

mine, wbose name I won^t mention, made ber an 

offer of bis band — not an bour ago — and she re- 

pJied that ber affections wexe alread^ ^ii^a^ed^ and 
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your sister afterwards told my friend that you were 
the fortunate individual." 

"Be oflF with. the cid love before you be on with 
the new," laughed Tom Potter. "First get rid of 
AKce." 

"Ay, if I could only satisfy myself of her incon- 
stancy, I should have no hesitation." 

"You have had proof enough to satisfy most 
people," Said Wilkes; "but if you require evidence 
still stronger, I'U show you how to obtain it. Come 
with me." 

And he entered the card-room, followed by the 
others. Here, somewhat to Herberts surprise, he 
found the Lord Mayor, who was Standing near a 
card-table, at which four persons were seated, play- 
ing whist — the players being no other than his 
own father, his uncle Lawrence, Mr. Beckford, and 
Crutchet. No other person was in the room at the 
time. Sir Gresham, who appeared very much in- 
terested in the game, merely nodded to the party as 
they entered. 

Signing to Herbert to follow him, Wilkes stepped 
towards a side-door, evidently communicating with 
a room beyond, and opened it softly. It then ap- 
peared that a screen was so placed in the inner 
room, that any one standing where he and Herbert 
now did, could hear what passed, without being 
themselves perceived. Subdued and tender accents 
were heard; and Herbert, though he could not see 
the Speakers, who were seated on a couch on the 
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other side of the screen, instantlj recognised tlie 
voices. Fearing the young man might betray him- 
self by some exclamation, Wilkes raised bis finger 
to bis lips to enjoin silence. 

Herbert bad arrived at a critical moment. Not 
only did it appear tbat tbe impassioned swain bad 
extorted from bis mistress's lips an avowal tbat sbe 
loved bim, but be was now questioning ber as to 
tbe State of ber feelings towards Herbert bimself , of 
wbom be was apparently jealous. 

"Tben you positively assure me you don't care 
for bim?" be cried. 

"I protest I don't," sbe repUed. "Tbis is tbe 
twentietb time IVe told you so. I certainly liked 
bim a little, and, if you bad not appeared, migbt 
bave yielded to bis importunities, and married bim." 

"Tben tbere is no sort of engagement between 
yoü?" demanded tbe lover. 

"None tbat I regard as binding," sbe replied. 
"It is true be gave me tbis ring as a pledge of bis 
fidelity." 

"Wby not retum it to bim?" inquired tbe lover. 

"I mean to do so on tbe first opportunity," sbe 
replied. "I see you doubt me. Wby, you are 
more stupidly jealous tban Herbert bimself. Tbere, 
take tbe ring. Do wbat you please witb it. I 
neitber care for it, nor for tbe donor." 

"Tbanks! tbanks! my angel!" cried tbe inamo- 
rato, evidently from tbe sound corering ber band 
witb kisses. 
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"Have you heard enough?" whispered Wilkes. 

"Quite," replied Herbert. "Ahem!" And he 
coughed aloud. 

The sound startled the amorous pair. 

"Some one is listening — behind the screen," 
cried Alice, in alarm. 

"I'll see who it is," said her lover. And pulling 
back the screen he disclosed Herbert and Wilkes, 
the latter of whom barst into a loud langh, which 
was echoed by Tom Potter and Sir Felix, who were 
close behind him. 

"Oh! Heavens! support me, or I shall faint!" 
exclaimed Alice. 

"Don't trouble yourself to do that," rejoined 
Herbert. "You will only inconvenience Mr. Cra- 
craft." 

"Have you been there all the time?" she de- 
manded. 

"I have been here quite long enough to hear 
your candid opinion of myself, and the preference 
you avow for Mr. Cracraft," replied Herbert. "I 
congratulate him on the prize he has won. He may 
rest assured he will find no obstacle in me. All is 
at an end between us, madam." 

"At least, take back your ring, Herbert!" she 
cried. 

"No; let your lover keep it," he rejoined. 

"Are these the last^,;^{ct^^^f(|ifja;t^^ 
she cried. .'^"H^^^^^ ._ *^U 'X 

/''>^ ()i\^n4orfv l^i^^^> ^• 

^1 " i3*Ni'*con%M^^^'^->.^ 
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"The last,^' he replied, retiring and closing the 
door upon the pair. 

What was his surprise to find, on tuming round, 
that the Company in the room had heen increased, 
not only by Tradescant, Milly, and Prue, but also 
by the Lady Mayoress and her two eider daughters. 

"Well, brother," cried Prue, advancing towards 
him. "Are you satisfied?" 

"Perfectly satisfied that I have been a fool," he 
replied. "You must laugh at me and despise me, 
Cousin," he added to Milly. 

"No," she replied, "I won't laugh at you, but I 
can't pity you, for you have had a great escape." 

"That indeed he has," said Prue. 

"Oddsflesh!" exclaimed Winter, pushing forward. 
"If he had married that girl Fd have disinherited 
him." 

"But you wish me to marry, sir," responded 
Herbert. 

"Ay, but not a coquette. I wish you to marry 
a quiet, amiable girl, calculated to make you happy^ 
and your home respectable — who will bring up 
your family well — if you have any." 

"Such good qualities are concentred in one 
person of my acquaintance," said Herbert. "My 
cousin Milly unites them all, and if she will consent 
to be mine, my future happiness and respectability 
will be ensured." 

"How came you not to have discovered Milly's 
good qnalities befoxe Üi\^^ €ivct%\i?" cried the squire. 
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"My blindness is as inexpKcable to myself as it 
can be to you, sir," replied bis son. "I can offer 
notbing in my defence. But my eyes are wide 
enougb open now. Your ans wer, cousin?" 

"You must bave been very blind if you did not 
find out long ago tbat you possessed my beart," 
Said Milly, giving bim ber band, wbicb be pressed 
to bis lips. 

"Well, don't scold bim any more," said Prue, 
"for I see be's beartily asbamed of bimself — as 
indeed be may well be. Tbougb be bas been but 
a stupid lover, I venture to predict be'll make a 
tolerable busband. My dearest wisb is now accom- 
plisbed. I bad set my beart upon tbis union." 

"Don't forget tbat anotber marriage is dependent 
upon it, Prue?" said Tradescant. 

"I never break my promises," sbe replied. "On 
tbe same day tbat Herbert and Milly are made one, 
and at tbe same cburcb, too, you and I will be 
bound by cbains indissoluble — if sucb be your 
good pleasure!" 

"K sucb be my pleasure, Prue! You know tbat 
my life's bappiness bangs on tbat event." 

"Tben it is for me to fix tbe day," said tbe Lord 
Mayor, "and as delays are dangerous in sucb affairs, 
I sball name an early one." 

"Stay, stay, good folks!" interposed tbe Lady 
Mayoress. "You are going ratber too fast, metbinks. 
My. consent bas never been asked, eitber by son or 
daugbter." 
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"I won't pretend to say that I have been con- 
sulted, madam," observed the Lord Mayer; "but 
both marriages are so perfectly agreeable to me, 
tbat, as an Irisbman might say, my consent is 
given before it is asked. And I trust your feelings 
are the same, for l'm sore you can raise no ob- 
jections." 

"No, I don't mean to say that I shall object," 
Said the Lady Mayoress, "quite tbe contrary. But 
there are proprieties wbich ougbt never to be ne- 
glected — and I think there has been a decided 
want of attention to me — on all sides. However, 
let that pass. I never looked for anything extra- 
ordinary for Milly, and she marries better than I 
expected. I wish her all happiness — and her 
husband too. She will do very well, I dare say, in 
the country — better than in town. I had formed 
other views for Tradescant, but he has disappointed 
me of late, and therefore I had no right to raise my 
expectations too high. I have no donbt he has 
chosen well, and, at all events, I shall reconcile my- 
self to the marriage." 

"I shan't express any opinion upon either mar- 
riage," Said Lady Dawes. 

"Neither shall I," added Mrs. Chatteris. "I 
wonder what my poor dear Tom would say if he 
were here," she murmured. 

"Oddsflesh! madam," said Winter to the Lady 
MayoreaSj "you must be ^ot^ lo ^\^^^ if you're 
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not content with tibe proposed family arrangement. 
Prue has been an excellent daughter — an excel- 
lent daughter, madam, and 1^11 answer for it will 
make your son an excellent wife. And as to Millj, 
all I can say is she deserves a better husband than 
Herbert." 

"Oh, don't say that, uncle," cried Milly. 

"Well, perhaps^I do him an injustice," said the 
squire. "The lad has his good points, and I trust 
will make you happy." 

"I shall strive to do so," said Herbert. 

"What say you, brother?" observed the Lord 
Mayor to Lawrence. 

"Ay, what say you, Lorry?" demanded the old 
squire. "Are you in favour of this double mar- 
riage?" 

"Heartily," he replied. "I have long hoped both 
unions might come about, and have furthered them 
to the utmost of my power." 

"And as an old friend," remarked Beckford, "let 
me say that I look upon both marriages as most 
auspicious." 

"It would be an impertinence in me to make 
any remark," observed Wilkes, "or I should say 
that both Tradescant and Herbert are particularly 
fortunate fellows, and I donH know which of the 
two is most to be envied." 

"Impossible to decide that point," added Tom 
Potter. 
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"As an cid and faithful servant of the family," 
observed Crutchet, in a voice of deep emotion, "and 
as loving Mr. Tradescant as dearly as a son, let me 
say how sincerely I rejoice that he will be blast 
with so good a wife. I know her value. There 
are few like her, or, if there is any one like her, 
it's Miss Milly. May Heaven bless the double 
Union!" 

"Well Said, Old Bow Beils," exclaimed Winter. 
I cry *Amen' to that prayer with all my heart." 

"Since both marriages are agreed on, I trust, 
sir, you will name an early day for their^ celebra- 
tion," Said Tradescant to bis father. 

"Ay, ay, put 'em out of misery quickly, brother, 
I heg of you," said the old squire. 

"I was about to do so, but was interrupted," 
said the Lord Mayor. "The marriages shall take 
place on this day week. Will that day suit your 
ladyship?" 

"Don't appeal to me, Sir Gresham," rejoined the 
Lady Mayoress. "Any day will suit me." 

"Pray let the ceremonies take place lat Bow 
Church?" said Crutchet. 

"Ay, we must hear Bow bells ring on that day," 
laughed Winter. 

"It shall be so," said the Lord Mayor; "and 
Cheapside shall see such a wedding — two such 
weddings, I ought to say — as it has rarely wit- 
nessed. Mind, you are all invited." 
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"And we'U come, depend upon it, my lord," 
replied Wilkes. 

And now, since we have arrived at the point at 
which a genteel comedy generally concludes, let us 
crave the indulgence of a good-humoured audience, 
and make oor bow as the cnrtain falls. 
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EPILOGÜE. 



We raise the curtain for a moment, to exhibit 
our actors in a di£Perent scene. 

The auspicious day on which the two weddings 
are to take place has arrived. The weather is most 
propitious. Everything wears a bright, sunshiny 
aspect, tbat seems to augur well for those cbiefly 
concerned in the solemnities about to take place. 
Crowds are assembled near the Mansion House, be- 
fore which the Lord Mayor's splendid private car- 
riage is drawn up, with the great Mr. Keck in his 
state-livery on the box, and four grand footmen be- 
hind it. Here, also, is the Lady Mayoress's 
sumptuously appointed chariot, and several other 
süperb vehicles besides. 

But not only is there a great crowd here, but 
the Street is thronged all the way from the Mansion 
House to Bow Church. The Windows and balconies 
of all the houses in this part of Cheapside are 
fiUed with well-dressed spectators. It is quite a 
gala-day. 
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Near the Mansion House and further on, at in- 
tervals, a few peace-officers are assembled, but the 
concourse, great as it is, is so orderly and decorous, 
that the presence of these functionaries seems almost 
superfluous. From the gladsome expression of the 
countenances it is easy to discem that but one senti- 
ment pervades the assemblage, namely, that of re- 
joicing in the events about to take place, coupled 
with an eamest desire to evince respect for the 
worthy Lord Mayor. His honoured name is on 
every lip, and it is almost a pity he cannot hear all 
the kind things said of him, and the sincere good 
wishes uttered for the happiness of his family. 

Certes, this double marriage will be a grand af- 
fair, for now the sheriffs drive up in their gorgeous 
chariots; next come the aldermen, the foremost 
among them being Sir Felix Bland and Mr. [Beck- 
ford; then comes the PrimeWarden of the Merchant 
Tailors' Company; with other carriages containing 
important civic dignitaries. 

And now a jocund train, all clad in gay attire, 
issues from the grand portal of the Mansion House, 
and while descending the lofty steps, can be fully 
viewed by the vast concourse. First of all comes a 
bevy of bridesmaids, several of them distinguished 
for personal attraction, escorted by the groomsmen 
one of whom is Sir William Stanhope, and the other 
Mr. Thomas Potter. 

Then come the two bridegrooms, both of whom 

The Lord Mayor of London, II. 20 
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present a very gallant appearance in their wedding 
habiliments; the Lord Major, leading his younger 
daughter, arrayed in bridal attire, and then foUows 
the old squire, conducting Prue, who is attired in 
precisely the same manner as Milly. So fax as can 
be discemed both brides look charming. 

Then comes the Lady Mayoress, who is quite a 
show in herseif, so splendid are her dress and head- 
dress, and with her ladyship are her two eider 
daughters, in dresses calculated, from their richness 
and elegance, to excite the envy of the female 
beholders. Then come several gentlemen, amongst 
whom we notice Lawrence Lorimer and old 
Cmtehet — the latter looking the picture of hap- 
piness. 

Ushers, bearing white wands, march in advance 
of the bridal train, and gentlemen of the household 
bring up the rear. 

And now the bridesmaids have djriven off, and 
the groomsmen, and the bridegrooms, the first 
bride is placed in the Lord Mayor's carriage by 
her father, and the tall fdotmen climb to their 
places, and Mr. Keck puts his splendid horses in 
motion. 

Another carriage soon foUows, containing the 
second bride and her good old father, whose ruddy 
countenance beams with satisfaction. Next comes 
the Lady Mayoress's gorgeous chariot, succeeded by 
a long procession of carriages, containing the chief 
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civic dignitaries, not one of whom but is anxious to 
be present on the occasion. 

Impossible to describe the enthusiasm of the con- 
course as the Lord Major passes slowly along. 
Cbeers are given to him, and beartfelt blessings 
invoked on the head of bis lovely daughter. As the 
Lord Mayor's niece, the «econd bride, is scarcely 
less an object of interest tban the first, and Prue's 
amiable looks prepossess all in her favour. "She 
has a sweet face," is the general exclamation. And 
sweetness is really the character of her beauty. Her 
father, too, comes in for a share of the populär good 
will. Many thint him personally like the Lord 
Mayor, and all are Struck by the genial good humour 
of his countenance. 

Amid a »universal manifestation of regard, such 
as is rarely shown even towards the most exalted 
personages, the Lord Mayor and his daughter reach 
Bow Church, the approach to which is kept clear, 
though the crowd is packed densely on the opposite 
side of the street, and every window of the adjoining 
habitations is occupied. 

Around the church door are grouped an im- 
mense number of civic officials, among whom are 
the Lord Mayor's beadles in their füll dresses, with 
stavesmen, and watermen. 

Alighting, the Lord Mayor and his daughter are 
ceremoniously conducted by gentlemen of the house- 
hold in füll dress, ushers, and other officers of the 
household, towards the altar, where the bridesmaids 
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are grouped, and where the two bridegrooms, with 
the groomsmen, are waiting. 

Close behind the first bridal party come the 
Becond, and after them marches the Lady Mayoress, 
with stately step. Excepting the pews reserved for 
the civic dignitaries, the entire body of the 
spacious cid church is füll, and even the galleries 
are occupied. 

A brief delay occurs, to allow the entrance of 
the numerous important personages forming the 
procession, but at last they have all taken their 
places and the marriage rites commence, the service 
being performed by the Rev. Dr. Dugdale, of Christ 
Church, assisted by the Lord Mayor's chaplain, Dr. 
Dipple. 

The assemblage at the altar fonns a very 
charming picture. Rarely have four persons stood 
together more richly endowed by nature than these 
two youthful couples. Well matched also are their 
sires, both of whom, as we know, are right goodly 
men. 

A pretty sight it is to see,the two brides given 
away, but indeed the whole ceremony is interesting. 
Amongst those who witness it, no one is so much 
pleased as Crutchet. Rapture, indeed, can alone 
describe his feelings, and before the ceremony is 
over his füll heart finds vent in tears. 

Another persoh is^rofoundly moved, though in 
a diflPerent way. This is Uncle Lorry, as he is now 
generally called, and ^hoy taking the most af- 
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fectionate interest in his nephews and nieces, loving 
them as dearly as if they were children of his own, 
lowlj murmurs a benediction on their heads as they 
kneel before tbe altar. 

The scene and place are botb calculated to 
awaken memories of tbe past witbin good Sir 
Gresbam's breast. Here be bimself was united to 
tbe sole object of bis affections, and tbougb bis 
married life bas not been all be tben fondly boped 
it migbt prove, be bas been tolerably bappy — as 
bappy, be tries to persuade bimself, as most men 
are. 

Wbat emotions stir tbe Lady Mayoress's breast 
on tbe occasion we sball not pause to inquire. 

Tbe wedding breakfast is not given at tbe Man- 
sion House, but at tbe Lord Mayor's private re- 
sidence in Cbeapside. Tbitber tbe two newly- 
married couples repair after tbe ceremony, amid 
tbe sbouts of tbe concourse, still tbronging tbe 
Street, above wbicb resound joyous peals from Bow 
Cburcb bells tbat gladden tbe bonest beart of old 
Crutcbet. 

Tbitber come all tbe wedding guests, and 
tbougb tbe party, as we know, is large, room is 
found for all at tbe ample and well- pro vided 
table. 

Tbe breakfast is wortby of sucb nuptials — 
wortby of Sir Gresbam's princely bospitality. All 
tbat is left of tbe sumptuous repast is bestowed on 
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the poor. Health and happiness are drunk to the 
two couples, and eamest are the wishes accom- 
panying the toast. But every glass is emptied, 
and loud and long are the cheers as Mr. Beckford, 
in terms bespeaking his heartiness and sincerity, 
proposes health, long lifo, and continued pro- 
sperity to 

THE LOED MAYOR OF LONDON! 
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derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom- 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 v. — Tbe 
Life of Schiller i v. 

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.). 
Problems of To-Day i t. 

Carr, Alaric. 
Treherne's Temptation 2 v. 

Castle, Agnes & Bgerton. 
The Stau: Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparablo 
Bellairs x ▼. — Rose of the World i v. - 
French Nan i v. — " If Youth but knew ! " 
I V. — My Merry Rockhurst x v. — Flow« 
o* the Orange x v. — WroÜi 2 v. 

Castle, Bgerton. 

Consequences 2 v. — **La Bella," and 
Others x v. 

Charlys, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
j- 1 896 : vide Author of "Chro- 
nicles of the Sclfönberg-Cotu 
Family." 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 

t 1880. 
Oliver of the Mill x v. 

Chesterton, G. K. 

The M<in who was Thursday i v. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage a v. 

— Moth and Rust x v. — Prisoners 2 v. — 
The Lowest Rung x v. 

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 

"Chronicles of the Schönberg- 
Cotta Family," Author of (Mrs. 
E. Rundle Cliarles), f 1896. 
C\iTO\i\(Xe:% ol ^isx«^ 'ÄÖ&ävJier^-Cotta Fa- 

l\xe ^ea^ 4n.-— '^vw&c^i^^fexXsassa.^H.- 
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3ry of tbe Vanquislied x v. — 
Ige by the Cathedral and other 
IV. — Against the Streara 2 v. 
ertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
< Conquer x v. — Lapsed, but not 

:hill, Winston (Am.), 
e's Career 2 V. 

, Alfred. 

ing of Lot's. Wife x r. 

ens, Samuel L. : v. Twain. 

rd, Mrs. W. K. 
ters of a Worldly Woman x ▼. 
nne 2 V. — ^Tbe Last Touches, and 
ries 1 V. — Mrs. Keitb's Crime 
Wild Proxy i v. — A Flash of 
[V. — A Woman Alone i v. — 
■• Farm x v. — The Modem Way 
le Getting Well of Dorothy x v. 

, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
e Author of " Paul FerrolL" 
e, Franceö Power, -j- 1904. 

5S X V. 

idge, CR. 
sh Squire 3 y. 

idge, M. E. 

: with two Faces 2 y. 

idge, Samuel Taylor, 

834. 

IS, Charles Allston, f 1873. 

upon Wheels 2 v. 

IS, Mortimer, •]■ 1876. 

d Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with 

! V. 

IS, ^Vilkie, t 1889. 
rk I V. — Hide and Seele 2 v. — 
1 Private Life, etc. i v. — The 
n White 2 v. — Basil x v. — No 
. — The Dead Secret, and other 
— Antonina 2 y. — Armadale 
le Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 

— Poor Miss Finch 2 v. -r- Miss 

[ v. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
3n Deep i v. —The Law and the 

— The Two Destinics i v. — My 
oney, and Percy and the Prophet 
le Haunted Hotel i v. — The 
iaves 2 v. — Jezebel's Daughter 
(5 Black Robe 2 v.— Heart and 
'. — "tsavNo, **2v. — The Evil 

— — Tbc Guilty River, and The 



Ghost's Touch X v. — TheLegacy of Cain 
2 y.— Blind Love 2 v. 

"Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of : viäg Rhoda Brough-^ 
ton. 
Conrad, Joseph. 
An Outcast of the Islands 2 y. -7- Tales 
of Unrest x y. — The Secret Agent x v. -^^ 
A Set of Six IV. 

Coli way, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 

t 1885. 
Called Back x v. — Bbund Together 
2 y. — Darlc Days i v, -^ A Family Affair 

2 y. — Living or Dead '2 v. 

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 

t 1851^ 
The S^y (with Portrait) i v, ^The Two 
Admirals x y. —The Jack O'Lantem xv. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 

Corelli, Mane. 
Vendetta! 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. — " Ardatlr" 

3 y. — ^ Wormwood. A Drama o( Paris 
2 y. —The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches x v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World*s Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom X v. — The Murder of Delida x v. — 
Ziska X y. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Master-Christian 2v. — "Temporal Power" 
2 V. — God's Oood Man a v. — Free 
Opinions x v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Those Delightful Americans x v. — Set in 
Authority x v. — Cousin Cinderella i v. 

"County, the," Author of. 
The County x v. 

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866. 

A Manual of Knglish Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 y. 
Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 
Mulock), t 1887. 
John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2y. — A Woman 's Thoughts abput 
Women x v. — Agatha's Husband 1 v. — 
Rom^itic Tales x v. — Domestic Stories 
IV. — Mistress and Maid t. v . — TVä. 
OgiWiea x v. — I-otÖi 'S.xXvaSuQx». -v ^. — 
Christian'» "^»taVt i. n.— ^^^^^ ^^^^ 
the Walcra x v. — t^ ^tJ^Xe-^X'^^ Kv>ISb* 
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from Life i ▼. — Poems x ▼. — The 
Woman's Kingdom 2 y. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories st. — A Brave 
Lady 2 ▼. — Hannah 2 ▼. — Fair France 
z V. — My Mother and I x v. —The Little 
Lame Prince x v. — Sermons out of Church 
' X y.— The Laurel-Bush ; Two litUe Tinkers 
I V. — A Legacv 2 v. — Toung Mrs. Jardlne 
2y. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches i v. — Piain Speaking x ▼. — 
Miss Tommy x ▼. — King Arthur x v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won x v. — Faith Unwin's 
Ordeal x y. — Lcslie Tyrrell x v. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. x v. — Mildred x v. — 
Esther HiU's Secrct 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan x v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 y. — 
Only a Butterfly x v. — Sylvia's Choice ; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick x y. — 
Dorcas 2 y. — Two Women 2 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M., ft M. C 
Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik : A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 y. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 

Lady Pullerton. 
Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 

t 1909. 
Mr. Isaacs x y. — Doctor Claudius xy. — 
To Leeward x y. — A Roman Singer 
X y. — An American Politician x v. — 
Zoroaster x v. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 V. — Saradnesca 2y. — Marsio's Crudfix 

1 y.— Paul Patoff 2 y.— With thelmmortals 
XV, — Greifenstein 2 y. — Sant' Ilario 

2 V. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 
X y. — Khaled x v. — The Witch of Prague 
2 y. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 y. — The Children of the King i v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche x y. 

— Katharine Lauderdale 2 y. — The Ral- 
stons 2 y. -- Casa Bracdo 2 y. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son x v. — Taquisara s v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday x v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Crucis 2 y. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 y. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cedlia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 y. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 
2 V. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 y. 

— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v. — 
The Diva's Ruby 2 v. — The White Sister 

I V. 

Crockett, S. R. 
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg KeW^ av,— 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love ldy\\5 1 v. — 
The Dark o* the Moon 2 ▼. 



Croker, B. M. 
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Hap[nr 
Valley i y. — The Old Cantonment, witt 
Other Stories of India and Elsewbere i t. 



Toungest Miss Mowbray x v. —The Com« 
's Senrant 2 v ITie CatVPaw i ▼. 



— A Nine Days' Wender x v. — The 
Mo 

pany's Senrant 

— Katherine the Arrogaxit x y. 

Gross, J. V\r.: vide George 

£1101*8 Life. 
Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: viäe A. 

Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), j- 1866. 
The Lamplighter x y. — Mabel Vaughaa 
XV. — El Fureidis xv. — HauntedfieartsiT. 

Cushing, PauL 
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 ▼. 

"Daily News." 
War Correspondence , 1877, by Ardü- 
bald Forbes and others 3 y. 

Danby, Frank. 

The Hfeart of a Child 2 y. — An Incom- 
pleat Etonian 2 v. 

•'Dark," Author of. 
Dark x v. 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 
Gallegher , etc. x y. — Van Bibber and 
Others x y. — Ranson's Folly x v. 

De Foe, Daniel, j- 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe x v. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 
John Ward, Preacher x y. 

De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, viie 
Pasture. 

"Democracy," Author of (Am.). 
Democracy x y. 

" Demos,*'Author of : vide George 

Gissing. 
"Diary and Notes," Author 
of; vide Author of "Horacc 
Templeton." 
Dickens, Charles, + 1870. 
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2y. - 1 , 
American Notes x y. — Oliver Twist i r. — I 

L'ÄXOaoXxÄ^XÖKNrio^ a"»i Sketches i t.— I 

X'^ÄXXiva. OöÄxAwiW. * ^. — K. ^Sröaäcavas I 
. \ earoX \ Taft 0\vto«i.\ '\:>kä ^^«0«*. w."?s» V 
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(OM Coriosity Shop ; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 

3 V. — Ficturet firom Italy x v. — Dombey 
and Son 3 V. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child's History of 
England (3 v. S^M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
X ▼. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 

— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
IV. — A Tale of two Cities a v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller x v. 

— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. x v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(wiüi Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy x v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions ; Mugby Junction x v. 

— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
XV. — The Letters of Charles Didcens, ed. 
by bis Sister-in-Iaw and his eldestDaughter 

4 V. — Vidaalso Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 
CoUins. 
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford x v. 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, f 1881. 

Coningsby i v. — Sybil x v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) x v. — Alroy x v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Vonetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. ~ Henrietta Temple x v. — 
Lothair 2 v~ — Endymion 2 v. 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 
The Story ofa Modem Woman x v. — One 
Doubtful Hour x v. 

Dixon, W. Hepworth, t 1879. 
Personal History of Lord Bacon i v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 V. — Free Russia 2 v.— äistory 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
a V. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 
The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 

Dougall, L. (Am.), 
-ars All 2 V. 



Do wie, M6nie MurieL 
A Girl in the Karpathians x v. 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 

The Sign 0/ Four j v. — Micah Clarke 

ST. — Tbe Captain of the Pole-Star, and 

otber Talea x r. — Tbe White Company 

* r. — A Study in Scariefc x v, — Tho 



Great Shadow, sud Beyond the City i v. — 
The Adventures o( Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
XV. — The Stark Munro Letters i v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard x v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — UncleBemac i v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko x v. — A 
Duet XV.— The Green Flag i v. — The 
Grreat Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa XV, — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes XV. — Adventures of Gerard x v. — 
The Retum of Sherlock Hohnes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 v. — Through the Mag^c Door x v. 

— Round the Fire Stories i v. — The Mys- 
tery of Cloomber x v. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

t 1897. 

The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life i v. 

Dufferin, the Bari of. 
Letters from High Latitudes x v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 

Mrs. Cotes. 
Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun- 

ton. 
Earl, the, and the Doctor. 

South Sea Bubbles x v. 

Eastwick, Edward B., f ^ ^^"^^ 
Autobiography of Lutfullah x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vide ^^^^* 

for the Young, p. 29. 
Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. ^^ 

Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven I-»^"^"^^^ 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit K^^^Jg 

— A Vagabond Heroine i v. — I—e»^^^^ 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A BlviC5-^^;;> 
ing IT. —Jet : Her Face or Her JS'o^^ 

1 V. — Vivian the Beauty x v. -^— -^ ^ 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Gi^-to"»-^ 

2 V. — A Playwright's Dauprl-tt^«'» ^ 
Bertie Griffiths i v. —Pearl-Po '«w^.«*' 
The Adventuress x v. 

Edwards, Amelia B., -^ ^ ^ 
Barbara's History 2 v. — MLi^^ 
2 V. — Hand and Glove x v. — Xi ^ 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debe^v^^^^- 
2 V. — lu Äi© ü^^ '^^^^l^^ 
Untroddetv-Peaa» '»^^^^^T*'^ 
i Night on iViftBoT^et* ol^öafi l^ 
\ 1 V. — A. "Poetrs-" 



'o-^'^^^S-'^vX^ 
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I V. — A Thousand Miles up tbe Nile 2 y. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poecs i v. — 
Lord Bracken bury 2 v« 

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 

Betham. 
Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 

The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 
Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 



Mrs. Gross), + 1880. 
ir Life 



Scenes of Clerical* Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v, — 
Silas Marner i v. — Komola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Liftcd Veil , and Brother Jacob x v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such x v, — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
XV. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J.W. Gross 4 v. 

** Elizabeth and her German 
Garden," Author of. 
Elizabeth and her German Garden x v. — 
The Solitary Summer x v. — The Bene- 
iactress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla's Fort- 
night XV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Rügen x v. — Fräulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther x v. 



Elliot, Mrsl Prances, -j- 1898. 

IDiary of an Idle Wonian in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Gourt Life in France 2 v. — The 
Jtalians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily i v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome XV. — The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 v. — The Red Cardinal x v. — 
The Story of Sophia x v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople x v. — 
' Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip XV. 

Emerson, Ralph Wal4o, f. 1882. 

Representative Men x v. 

** Englisbwoman's Love-Let- 
ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Ixive-Lotters x v. 

Erroll, Henry. 
An Ugly Duckling x v. 

Esler, E. RentouL 
Tbe WsLy tbey loved at Grimpat i v. 
"Essays and Reviews," 
Luthers of. ^ 

^Bsajra and Reviews. By variou» A.uthoT% 

2 V. 



"Estelle Russen," Author of. 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D*. 

Three Sisters x v. — A Lau|^hing Philo* 
sopher x v. — The Professor's Wooing.i t. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
XV, — Orchardscroft x v. — Appassionata 
XV. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. -^ Tbe 
Queen 's Serf x v. 

" Euthanasia," Author of. 

Euthanasia x. v. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 

Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot x v. — A Fiat 
Iren for a Farthing x v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales x v. 

"Expiated," Author of. 
Expiated 2 v. 

Fargus, F. J.: viäg Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

" Fate of Fenella, the," Authors 
of. 
The Fate of iF^nella, by 24 Authors x v, 

Felkin, «Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T, Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vidg E. T. Fowler 

Fendall, Percy: viiü F. C 
Philips. 



Fenn, George Manville. 
The Parson o' Dumford 2 v. -— The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 

Fielding, Henry, -j- 1754. 
Tom Jones 2 v. 

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Language and Literatur«: 
John Wydiffe. — GeofGrey Ghaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Tonson. — Tohn 
\i^,^ \ "Loöte,— TVkoxDÄi^xvj Vj»^.«po, pubhslied 
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Forbes, Arehibald, f 1900. 
My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling z v. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
*' Daily News," War Coxreq>ondence. 

Forrest, R. K 

Eight Days 2 v. 

Forrester, Mrs. 
Viva 2 V. — * Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 V. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived andLoved 2v. — June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas z v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales i v, — Corisande, 
and other Tales z v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly i v. — Dearest 
2 V. — The Light of other Days z v. — 
Too Late Repented z v. 

Förster^ John, t 1876. 
The Life of Charles Didcens (with Illus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. -7- Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 

Fothergill, Jessie. 
The First Violin 2 v, — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred,. and " One of Three" 
ZV. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v. 

" Found Dead," Author of : vide 

James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 

A Double Thread 2 v. -- The Farring- 

dons 2 V. — Fuel of Fire z ▼. — Place and 

Power 2 V. — In Subjection 2 ,▼. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomeycroft 
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 
Laurence Felkin. 
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v. 

Fox, Caroline, f 187 1. 

Memories of Old Fnends frora her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym 2 V. 

"Frank Fairlegh," Author of 
(F. E. Smedley), f 1864. 
Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 

Francis, M. E. 
The Duenna of a Genius z v. 

Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. — March Hares z v. 

Freeman, Edward A., j 1892. 
Tbe Growtb o£ the English Constitution 



ZV. — Select Historical Essays x ▼. — 
Sketches frora Frenqh Travel z v. 

Froude,Jame8Anthony,f 1894. 

Oceana x v. -7 The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other £ssa3rs z v. 

FuUerton , Lady Georgiana, 
t 1885. 

Ellen Middleton z t. — Grantley Manor 
2 V. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 v. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 v. -7- The Notary** Daugh ter x v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan z v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 
ZV. — Rose Leblanc z v. — Seven Stories 
ZV. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal z v. 

— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
2 V. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia x v. 

Galswörthy, John. 
The Man of Property 2 v. — The Country 
House z V. — Fratemity z v. 

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 

Lädy Blessing^on. 
Gaskell, Mrs., f 1865. 

Mary ßarton z v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South z V. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales z v. — The Life of Charlotte Bronti^ 
2 V. — Lois the Witch, etc. z v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
ZV. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cran- 
ford ZV. — Cousin Phillis, and odier Tales 

ZV. 

" Geraldine Hawthorne," Author 
of: vide Author of "Miss 
MoUy." 
Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lqd- 
gard de Longgarde)* 
Lady Baby 2 v. ~ Recha x v. — Ortho- 
dox I v. — TheWrong Man z-v. ->- A Spot- 
less Reputation z v. — A Fprgotten Sin i v. 

— One Year z v.— The Supreme Crime i v. 

— TheBlood-Tax x v. — HoIyMatrimony 
ZV. — The Etemal Woman z v. — Made 
of Money z v. — The Bridge of Life z v. 

— The Three Essentials z v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl ZV. — The Comproraise 2 v. 
-*- Itinerant Daughters x v. — Restitution 
ZV. — Pomp and Circumstance z v. 

, — The "ExlexmvtiaÄoxw oWän^^ -^ ^ . 
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Giberne, Agnes. 

The Curate's Home x ▼. 

Gissing, George, j- 1903. 

Demos. A Story of English Sodalism a v. 

— New Grab Street 2 v. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. E., 
t 1898. 

Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion ZV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
ZV. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts z v. 

Glyn, Blinor. 
The Visits of Elizabeth i v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine 1 v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline z v. — Beyond the 
Rocks ZV. — Three Wceks z v. — Eliza- 
beth Vbits America z v. 

Godfrey, Hai: vide Charlotte 
O'Conor Bccles. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) z v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 
Too Curious X V. 

Gordon, Julien (Am.). 
A Diplomat's Diary z v. 

Gqrdon, Major -Gen. C G., 
t 1885. 
His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air z v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 V. — The Two Aristocracies a v. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Grand, Sarah. 
Our Manifold Nature z v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments z v. 

Grant, Miss. 
Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 

— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 

Roma 2 V, 

Gray, Maxweli. 
The Silenco of Dezn Maitland 2 v. —The 
RcproAch ofAanesley 2 v. 



Grenville: Murray, E.C(Trois- 
Etoiles), f 188 1. 

The Member for Paris 3 v. — Yonng 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 t. — 
French Pictures in Engrlbh Chalk fFirsi 
Seriea) a v. — The Russians of To-day 
ZV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Serie*) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
X V. — That Artfiil Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks z v. — People I have met x t. 

Grimwood, Ethcl St Clair. 
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por- 
trait) X V. 

Grohman, W. A. Baillie. 
Tyrol and the Tyrolese z v. 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 
(Am.), t 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York z v. 

Guthrie, F. Anstey : vide Anstey. 
"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(George Alfred Laurcnce), 



t 1876. 
Livin 



Guy Livingstone x v. — Sword and 
Gown ZV. — Barren Honour i v. — 
Border and Bastille i v. — Maurice Dering 
IV. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly a v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren z v. — The Bowsham Puzzle x v. — 
One Tr^mp; Mrs. Mayburn's Twins zt. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 
King Solomon's Mines z v. — She 2v. — 
Tess 8 V. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch*s Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
ZV. — Mr. Meeson's Will z v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. G. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan 's Wife z v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the Worid 2 v. — The Wizard 
IV. — Doctor Theme z v. — Swallow 
2 V. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa z v. — Lysbcth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 

— Ayesha. The Retum of ' She * 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita i v. 

— Fair Margaret 2 v. 

Ka^^Ät^, 'Ä. ^KAät, & Andrew 
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Hake, A. E.: vide Gen. Gordoh. 

Hall, Mrs. S. C, f 1881. 
Can Wrong be Right? x t. — Marian 2 y. 

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

ti894. 

Marmorne z v. — French and English 2 y. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
•*Not Easily Jealous." 

Hardy, Thomas. 
The Hand of Ethelberta an. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
tum of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Major 2 V. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 y. — A Fair of Bhie Eyes 2 y. 

— A Group of Noble Danies x v. — Tess 
of the D*Urbervilles 2v. — Life's Little 
Ironies x y. — Jude the Obscure 2 y. 

Harland, Henry, f 1905. 
The Cardinal'« Snuff-Box i y. — The 
Lady Paramount x y.— My Friend Prospero 
I V. — The Royal End x y. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night x y. — In 
Varying Moods x y. — Hilda StrafFord, 
and The Remittance Man i y. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 

— The Scholar's Daughter z y. — Inter- 
play 2 V. 

Harrison, Agnes. 

Martin 's Vineyard x y. 

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St Leger: 
vide Lucas Malet 

Harte, Bret (Am.), j* 1902. 
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts : — The Luck of Roaring Camp ; 
The Ontcasts of Poker Fiat , etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Noyels; Ciyic and Character 
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills I y. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar x v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales x y. — The 
Story of a Mine i y. — Drift from Two 
Shores x y. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches x y. — The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales x v. — 
Jeff Briggs's LoVe Story,' and other Tales 
I y. — Flip, and other Stories i y. — On 
the Frontier i v. — By Shore and Sedge 
I y. — Maruja i r. — Snow-bound at 
Eagrle*s, and DeviVs Ford x y. — The 

Crusade of the **Excelsior** i y. A 

ilüJJonaire of Rougb-aad-Rcady, and 



other Tales x y. — Captain Jim'« Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty z v. 

— Cressy i y. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales z y. — A Waif of 
the Plains x y. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate z y. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales x y. — A First Family of 
Tasajara i y. — Colonel Starbottle'sQient, 
and some other People x y. — Susy x y. — 
Sally Dows. etc. i y. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x y. — The Beil- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. x y. — Clarence 
X V. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Deyotion of Enriquez i v. — TheAncestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. xy. — Three Partners 
XV. — Tales of Trail and Town x y. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow z v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin*sMediation ,and otherStories 
X y. — From Sand-Hill to Pine i v. — 
Under the Redwoods x y. — On the Old 
Trail x y. — Trent's Trust i y. 

Havelock, Sir Henry: vide Rev. 

W. Brock. 
Hawthome, Nathaniel (Am.), 
t 1864. 
The Scarlet Letter i y. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 y. — Passages 
from the English Note-Bocks of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 y. 

Hearn, Lafcadio, j* 1906. 
Kokoro X y. — Kwaidan i y. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan x y. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

" Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author 
of : vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Helps, Sir Arthur, -f 1875. 
Friends in Council 2 y. — Ivan de Biron 
2 y. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835. 
Select Poetical Works x y. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 
The Forest Lovers i v. — Little Novels 
of Italy I y. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 y. — New Can- 
terbury Tales x y. — The Queen 's Quair ; 
or, The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures z y. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 
— The Stooping Lady z y. — The Spanish 
Jade ZV. — Halfway House a v . 

Hic\ieiv^, ^oXiwx. 

Flamc»2v. - TVie ^\;iv«i o;« . " '^'^'^^e. 

— The W onv^in Wvl\v t\v^ '"^xt^^S^vöw 
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and Other Stories z ▼. — The Call of the 
Blood 2 V. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. — 
Barbaiy Sheep z v. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral,f 1886. 
Sketches from my Life z v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 

Craigie) (Am.), t 1906. 

The Gods , Some Mortals and Lord 

Wickenham z v. — The Serious Wooing 

ZV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. CasheL 
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 

2 V. 

Holdsworth, Annie E. 
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
ZV. — ThiB Gods Arrive z v. — The Val- 
ley of the GreatShadow z v. — GreatLow- 
land9 z v. — A Garden of Spinsters z v. 

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 

t 1894- 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
ZV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ZV.— The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table ZV. — Over the Teacups z v. 
Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. "Witt's Widow z v. — A Chance 
of Air ZV. — Half a Hero z v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess z v. — The God 
in the Car z v. — The Chronicles ofCount 
Antonio z v. — Comedies of Courtship 
ZV. — The Heartof Princess Osra i v. — 
Phroso 2 V. — Simon Dale i v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau z v. — The King*s Mirror 
2 V. — Quisante z v. — Tristram ofBlent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Hamess 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 

— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
Peopfe 2 V. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 
An Idler in Old France z v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask i v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris z v. — The Silent Gate z v. 

" Horace Templeton," Author of. 

Diary and Notes z v. 

Homung, Emest William. 

A Bride from the Bush z v. — Under 

Two Skies z v. — Tiny Luttrell i v. — 

The Boss of Taroomba i v. — My Lord 

Duk6 IV, — Young Blood z v. — Some 

Persans Unknown i v. — The Amateur 

Cracksman i v. — The Roguc'sMaTch i v, 

— The Belle of Toorak z v. — Peccavi 1 v, 



the Rope z v. — No Hero z v. — Denis 
Dent ZV.—- Lralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest z v. — Stingaree i v, — 
A Thief in the Night z v. — Dead Men 
Teil No Tales z v. 

"Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. 185 1-56. 
36 v. — NovKLS and Talks reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
Z856-59. zzv. 

Houstoun, Mrs. : vid^ " Recom- 

mended to Mercy." 
"How to be Happy though 

Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married z v. 
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

t 1898. 
One Summer z v. — Aunt Serena z t. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. zv.— 
The Open Door 2 v. 

Howard, BlancheWilliSjtiSgS. 
& William Sharp, f 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife z v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 
A Foregone Conclusion z v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook z v. — A Modern 
Instance 2 v. — The Undiscovered Country 
ZV. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) i v. 

— Italian Joumeys z v. — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance z v. — Their Weddingjourney 
IV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage z v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice z v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers i v. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration z V. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days z v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 

t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. GeofFrey 2 v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
z v. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales ZV. — PhylHs 2 v. — Rossnioyne 
2 v. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlom, 
etc. ZV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories ZV. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 V. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. — 
/"Ret "^e«^j?% KT«c>asftTCÄxv.t , and Ugly 



- fieihij "j;f^rry.-miwo;öi\itöi.A. c«« »..-^«..x».--^ 
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Hon. Mrs. Vereker x v. — Under-Cur- 
lents 2 V. — In Durance Vile, etc. i v. — A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories z v. — 
A Life's Remorse 2 v. — A Born Coquette 
2 V. — The Duchess i v. — Lady Verner's 
flieht IV. — A Conquering Heroine, 
aad •* When in Doubt" i v. — Nora 
Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories x v. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery x v. — An Unsatis- 
factory Lover x v. — Peter's Wife a v. — 
The Three Graces x v. — A Tug of War 
It. — The Professor's Experiment a v. — 
A Point of Conscience a v. — A Lonely 
Girl IV. — Lovice i v. — The Coming of 
Chk>e X v. 

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest i v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. 

Hütten, Baroness von (Am.). 
The Halo z v. — Kingsmead x v. 
Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 

Off the Skelligs 3 V. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow x v. 

Ingram, John H.: vtd^ K A. 
Poe. 

Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caffyn. 

Irving , Washington (Am.), 

t 1859. 
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet i v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet 1 v. — Oliver Gold- 
sroith XV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v, 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 
(Am.), t 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 

Jacobs, W. W. 

Many Cargoes i v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
XV. — Sea Urchins i v. — A Master of 
Graft I V. — Light Freights x v. — At Sun- 
wich Port XV. — The Lady of the Bärge x v. 

— Odd Graft x v. — Dialstone Lane i v. 

— Captains All i v. — Short Cruisea x v. 

— Salthaven x v. 

Jamea, Charles T. C 
HoJy Wedlock z v. 



James, G. P. R., f 1860. 

Morley Emstein (with Portrait) i v. — 
Forest Days x v. — The False Heir x v. — 
Arabella Stuart x v. — Rose d* Albret 
X V. — Arrah Neil i v. — Agincourt i v. — 
The Smuggler x v. — The Step-Mother 
2 V. — Beauchamp x v. — Heidelberg 
X V. — The Gipsy x v. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein x v. — Damley x v. — Russell 
2 V. — The Convict a v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.). 
The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings x v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. i v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV. — Confidence 1 v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts x v. — French 
Poets and Novelists i v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrrim x v. — Portraits of Place« 
XV. — A Little Tour in France i v. 

James, Winifred. 
Bachelor Betty x v. 

Jeafireson, J. Cordy. 
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself a v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 

"Who Breaks— Pays" x v. — Skir- 
mishing x v. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace XV. — Jupiter's Daughters i v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 
Ginx's Baby, bis Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

•*Jennie of «The PrinceV" 
Author of : vid^ B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
XV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays x v. — Novel Notes x v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green x v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel x v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk x v. 
— Tommy and Co. i v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
X V. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back 
XV. — The Angel and the Author — and 
Others x v. 

Jerrold, Dou^las^ -f; ^^c^^ . 
Hislory ol ?»1. Ca^w> *xä^ ^n- \- 
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"John Halifax, Gentleman," 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, f 1784. 
Lives of the English PoeU a v. 

Jolly, Emily. 

Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

"Joshua Davidson," Author of : 

vide Mrs. £. Lynn Linton. 
Kavanagh, Miss Julia, ^iZlT, 

Nathalie a v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray x v. — 
Adele 3 V. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilics 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters z v. — English Women of Letters 
ZV. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 V. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dornen 
3 V. — Two Lilies a v. — Forget-me-nots 
2 V. — Vide also Series (or the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, f 1879. 

Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 

terre. 
Kempis, Thomas a. 

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. z v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 
Saint Leger z v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad i v. — Undercurrents 1 v. — 
Was he SuccessfuI? z v. — To-Day in New 
York I V. 

Kinglake, Alexander William, 

t 1891. 
Fothen z v. — The Invasion of the 
Crin^ea Z4 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, \ 1875. 

Yeast ZV. — Westward ho t 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke ZV. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, j- 1876. 

Kavenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot z v. — 

Geöffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 

i/ie Burtons 2 v, — Leighton Court 1 v. — 

Valentin i v. — Oakshott Castle 1 v. — 

Keginsdd Hetberege 2 v. — Tbe Grang© 

Garden 2 v. 



Kinross, Albert 

An Opera and Lady Grasmcre z t. 

Kipling, Rudyard. 
Piain Tales from the Hilb z v. - Tht 
Second Jungle Book z v. — The Sevet 
Seas ZV. — '*Captains Courageous* 
ZV. — The Day's Work z v. — A FleÄ 
in Being z v. — Stalky & Co. 1 v. — Fron 
Sca to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadfü 
Night ZV. — Kim z v. — Just So Stories z t. 

— The Five Nations z v. — Traffics ard 
Discoveries z v. — Puck of Pook's Hill z?. 

— Actions and Reactions z v. 
Laffan, May. 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Couusclbr, 
etc. X V. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 

The Essays of Elia and Eliana z v. 
Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 

Haggard. 
Langdon, Mary (Am.). 
Ida May z \'. 

"Last of the Ca valiers, the," 
Author of (Miss Piddington). 
Tlie Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

•isaszowska, Mine de: vide E. 

Gerard. 
Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of : vide " Guy Living- 
stone." 
Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 

Hurrish z v. 

"Leaveö from the Journal of 

our Life in the Highlands:" 

vide Victoria R. L 
Lee, Holme, j* 1 900 : vide Harriet 

Parr. 
Lee, Vemon. 

Popcjacynth, etc. z v. — Genius Lod, and 
The Enchanted Woods z v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo z v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., f 1873- 
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v. 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 

Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
2 V. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetterf a v. 

l-t\XWÄ oi "ÄÄX M.Qther to 



Tauchnitz Edition, CompUte List. 



17 



Lever, Charles, j- 1872. 
The O'Donoghue 1 v. -- The Knight of 
Gwynne 3 V. — Arthur O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of '* Ours" 3 V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
LIartins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3 V. — Davenport Dünn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Tbem 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiemay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 V. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 

2 V. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud x v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott's X V. — St. Patrick*8 Eve; Paiil 
Gosslett's Confessions x v. — Lord Kil- 
S^obbin 2 v. 

Levett-Yeats, S. 
Tbe Honour of Savelli z v. — The 
Chevalier d'Auriac i v. — The Traitor's 
Way X V. — The Lord Protector x v. — 
Orrain x v. 

Lewes, G. H., t.1878. 

Ranthorpe x v. — The Physiology ol 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting x v. 

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898. 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
I V. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 3 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 V. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories s v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in' Head, and other Stories x v. — '* My 
Lovel" 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays x v. — lone 2 v. 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 
j- 1882. 
Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 

Diplomatie Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 

Longard, M^e de: vtde D. 

Gerard. 
Longfellow, Henry Wada- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 

3 V. — The New-England Tragedies i v. 
— The D'iv'ine Tragedy x v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Tbree Books ofSong x v. — The 

Masque ofPandon, and other Poems i v. 



Lonsdale, Margaret 

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) I V. 

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to bis 
Son XV. — Old Gorgon Graham x v. — 
Jack Spuvlock, Prodigal x v. 

•*Lo8t Battle, a," Author of. 
A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 
bury). 
The Pleasures of Life x v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with ülustrations) x v. — 
The Use of Life x v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with ülustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses 1900- X903 x v. — On Peace 
and Happiness x v. 

**Lutfullah": vide Bastwick. 

Lyall, Edna, f 1903. 
We Two a V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 V. — Won by Waiting 2 v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 V. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen a v. — In Spite of All a v. — The 
Hinderers x v. 

Lytton, Lord: vid^ E. Bulwer. 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 V. — Fahles in Song 2 v. 

Maartens, Maartep. 
The Sin of Joost Avelingh x v. — - Aä 
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God*« Fool 2 v, 

— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My 1 .».A 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory x v. — - Sott 
Women I have known x v. — M-y i'o 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v- *- 
Healers 2 v. -Tbe Woman»s Victory .5 
Other Stories2v. — TbeNewReliS^o«^ 

— Brothers AU i ▼. — ^ 

M^Aulay, Allan: vt4^^ *^ 

Douglas \Viggin. 
Macaulay, Lord, 

Babington, -J- 1859. ^«r 

History of England (with Pox^^^^ 

Critical and Historical £9^9^^ ^1 

Lays of Andent Rome i v« — -" ^ 
2 V. — Biographical 3£ssays ^^ *J 

liam Pitt, Atterbury x v. 

Trevelyan). 

McCarthy, Justitv. 
Tb© -WatetdaJiö "XÄ ev^gcJ«^^ ^^»^^ 

\ tbrope2V.-K^*>o^J>V^^ 
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History of onr Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols. z & 
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols. 
6 & 7 (supplemental) . -> A History of the 
Four Georges and of William TV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History 
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental). 
Mac Donald, George, f 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annais 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 V. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. ~ The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales z v. •— The Prin- 
cess and Curdie z v. 

Mackarness, Mrs., -j* 1881. 
Sunbeam Stories z v. -^ A Peerless 
Wife 2 V. — A Mingled Yam a v. 

Mackay, Eric, f 1898. 
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems z V. 

MOKnight, Charles (Am.). 
Cid Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, lan, f 1907. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush z v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne z v. — His 
Majesty Baby z v. 

Macleod, Fiona, f 1905. 

Wind and Wave z v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales z v. 

Macleod, Norman, f 1872. 

The Old Lieutenant and his Son z v. 

Macpherson, James, f 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 
Patty 2 V. — Miriara's Marriage 2 v. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon IV. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. 

— Beside the River 2 v. —- A Faithful 
Lover 2 v. 

" Mademoiselle Mori," Author 
of (Miss Roberts). 
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise z v. 

— Ma'danie Fontenoy z v. — On the 
Edge of the Storm i v. — The Atelier du 
Lys 2 V. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 
Maine, £. S. 
Scaracliff Rocks 2 v. 

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 
G.C.M,G. 
SbJftiag Scencs i v. 



Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St. 
Leger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderby*« Wife 2 v. — The v 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 V.— The 
Far Horizon 2 v. — The Score z v. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.R 

Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary £. 
A Winter's Tale z v. — The Ccdar 
Star z V. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford 
The Log of the Water Lily z v. 

Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

"Marmorne," Author of: "oide 
P. G. Hamerton. 

Marryat, CapL, f 1848. 
Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) z v. — 
Percival Keene z v. — Peter Simple z v. — 
Taphet in Search of a Father i v. — 
Monsieur Violet z v. — The Settiers in 
Canada z v. — The Mission i v. — The 
Privateer's-Man z v. — The Children of 
the New-Forest z v. — Valerie i v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy z v. — The King's 
Own z V. 

Marryat, Florence, f i899- 

Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 V. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt a V. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Veronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods ZV. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat z v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
a V. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im- 
possibility z v. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories z v. — A Lucky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories z v. — " My 
own Child" 2 v. — Her Father's Name 
2 V. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Little Stepson z v. — Written in Fire 
a V. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossem 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 v. —The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
With Cupid's Eyes 2 v. — My Sistertke 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footligbts 
(with Portrait) 2 V. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories z v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
ZV. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Undcr 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
ol "^Mve "^aTDÄ« 1 V. — The Heir Pre- 
«ULxnpXANe a V. — TVi^l&aaNÄx^^a&vaa « v. 
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Gentleman and Courtier a v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin i v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 

— The Spirit World i v. — The Beautiful 
Soul I V. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs I V. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 V. — A Passing Madness x v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire i v. — A Soul on 
Fire x v. — Iris th© Avenger x v. 

Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell), 

t 1874. 
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
2 V. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. -7- Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst s v. 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 
Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal x v. — 
Benvenuta x v. — Lady Alice x v. — 
Dayspring i v. — Life's Aftermath x v. — 
In the East Country x v. — Ko.XIH; or, 
Thjp Story of the Lost Vestal x v. — In 
Four Reigns x v. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse XV. — In the City of Flowers x v. — 
Alma XV. — Under Salisbury Spiro x v. 

— The End Crowns AU i v. —Winchester 
Meads x v. — Eventide Light x v. — 
Winifrede*s Journal x v. — Bristol Beils 
XV. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell XV. — A Lily among Thorns x v. 

— Penshurst Castle x v. — Kensington 
Palace i v. — The White King's Daughter 
XV. — The Master of the Musidans x v. 

— An Escape from the Tower x v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace x v. — Castle 
Meadow x v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey x v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts x v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul's XV. — The Parson's Daughter 

1 V. 

Mason, A. £. W. 

The Four Feathers a v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony x v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers i v. — Running Water x v. 

— The Broken Road x v. 

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 
Reeves). 
"Cherry Ripe!** 2 v. — ««Land o* the 
Leal " I V. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v, 

— As he comes up tne Stair, etc. i v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre's Acquittal 

2 V. — Found Out i v. — Murder or Man« 
slaugbter? z v. — The Fashion of thl« 
World (80 Pf.)— Blind Justice, and "Who, 

beingdead, yet Speaketh " i v. —What 



the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
X V. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders x v. — ** Honey ** x v. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt x v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays x v. — The 
Ferryman x v. — Tally Ho I 2 v. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless x v. — 
Love the Tbief x v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 
The Balance of Military Power ia 
Europe x v. 

Maurier, George du, f 1896. 
Trilby 2 V. — The Martian 2 v. 

Maacwell, Mrs.: v. MissBraddon. 

Maxwell, W. B. 
The Ragged Messenger 2 v. — ^TheGuarded 
Flame 2 v. 

"Mehalah," Author of: vide 
Baring-Gould. 

Melville, George J. Whyte, 
t 1878. 
Kate Coventry i v. — Holmby House 
2 V. — Digby Grand x v. — Good for No- 
thing 2 V. — The Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. -—The White Rose 2 v. — 
M. or N. I v. — Contraband x v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v, — 
Katerfelto x v. — Sister Louise x v. — 
Rosine x v. — Roys* Wife 2 v. — Black 
butComely 2 V. — RidingRecollections xv^ 

Memorial Volumes: vide Five 

Centuries (vol. 500) ; The New 

Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 

Morley (vol. 2000). 

Meredith, George, f 1909. 

The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 

Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic 

Comedians x v. — Lord Ormont and his 

Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 

Meredith, Owen: tnde Robert 

Lord Lytton. 
Merrick, Leonard. 
The Man who wa« good x v. — This 
Stage of Fools x v. — Cyntbia x v. — One 
Man 's View x v. — The Actor-Manager 
XV, — The Worldlings i v. — When Love 
flies out o' the Window i v. — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth i v. — The Quaint 
CompaT\\ox\* x>i .— ^NW^^eÄ-sJocs^s*?^ ws\&-^ 

\ Stotiea x-v. • 
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Merriman, Henry Seton, f 1 903. 

Young Mistley x v. — Prwoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another 1 v. — With Edged Tools a v. — 
The Sowert 2 v. — Flotsam x v. — In 
Kedar's Tents t v. — Roden*s Corner 
X V. — The Isle of Unrest x v. — The Velvet 
Glove I V. — TheVultures xv. — Barlasch 
of the Guard z v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories i v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman, H. S., & S. Q. Tallen- 
tyre. 
The Money-Spinner, etc. x v. 

Milne, James. 
The Epistles of Atkins x v. 

Milton, John, f 1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 

" MoUy, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne x v. 

**Molly Bawn," Author of: vide 
Mrs. Hungerford. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood x v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 v. — Thwarted i v. — Wild Mike 
X V. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
IV. — Transforraed i v. — The Fisher- 
roan's Daughter, etc. x v. — • Colonel 
Korton 2 v. — Prejudged x v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales x v. 
Moore, Frank Frankfort 
"I Forbid the Banns** 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 V. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride x v. — The Millionaires i v. 

— Neil Gwyn — Comedian i v.— A Damsel 
or Two XV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman x v. — The White Causeway i v. 

— The Artful Miss Dill z v. — The Mar- 
riage Lease x v. — An Amateur Adven- 
turess ZV. — Priscilla and Charybdis x v. 

Moore, George. 

Celibates x v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v.— The Untilled Field i v. 

— Confe^ons of a Young Man x v. — The 
Lake z v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life z v. 

Moore, Thomas, f 1852. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, j- 1859. 

Memoira 3 v. 

Morlcy, Henry, f 1894. 
Of Eaglish Literature in the Reign ol , 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 

tures of Atithors in the Tauchnite Edition 

fv. aooo, publisbed 1881) x v. 



Morris, William. 
A Selection from bis Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer x v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets x v. — A Child 
of the Jago x v. — To London Town i v. 
— Cunning Murreil x v. — The Hole in the 
Wall x v. — The Green Eye of Goona z v. 
— - Divers Vanities z v. — Green Ginger z t. 

Muirhead, James FuUarton. 
The Land of Contrasts x v. 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. j 

Murray, David Christie. 
Rainbow Gold 2 v. ^ 

Murray, Grenville: v. Grenville. 
"My Little Lady," Author of: 

vide E. Frances Poynter. 
New Testament, the. 

The Authorised Englisb Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three raost celebrated Manuscriptäf of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen- 
dorf (vol. xooo, published 1869) x v.' 
Newby, Mrs. C J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), f 1890. 
Callista X v. 

NichoUs, Mrs.: videCuntr Bell 
**Nina Balatka," Author of: 

vide Anthony TroUope. 
"No Church," Author of (F. 
Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen : — a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady "^ugusta. 
From Generation to Generation x v. — 
Hitliersea Mere 2 v. 

Norris, Frank (Am.), f 1902. 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. 

Norris, W. E. 
My Friend Jim x v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton x v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's XV. — A Victim of Good Luck 
XV. — The Dancer in Yellow x v. — 
C\at\«.a. "Fxxxvoaa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
\ na^© a v. — Ttve^ ^v^goN. \t»x «ösä Ctown 
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X y. — Lord Leonard tbe Luckless z v. -^ 
Nature's Comedian z ▼. — Nig^l*sVocation 
IV. — Barham of Beltana x v. — Harry and 
Ursula XV. — The Square Peg x v. — 
Pauline i v. — The Perjurer x v. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 
Stuart of Dunleath a v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas a ▼. 

" Not Basily Jealous," Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous a v. 

"Novels and Tales": vide 

"Household Words." 
O'Conor Ecdes, Charlotte (Hai 
Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore z v. 
— The Matrimonial Lottery x v. 

Oldmeadow, Bmest 

Susan z v. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 
Altiora Peto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v. 

Oliphant, Mrs., f 189;. 
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland z v. — Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 V. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family i ▼. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
bnnks 2 v. — Oi;ibra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life a v. — 
A Rose in June z v. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother a v. — White- 
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge z v. — 
Phcebe» Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Carito 2 V. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
l*he Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 V. — Tlie Greatest Heiress in 
England a v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v. — In 
Trust 2 V. — It was a Lover and his Lass 
3 V. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 V. — The Wizard's Son 3 V. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours ontheGreen z v. — TheDuke*s 
Daughter z v. — The Fugitives x v. — 
Kirsteen 2v. — Life ofLaurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, his Wife 2 v. — The 
IJttle Pilgrim in the Unseen z v. — The 
Heir Presiimptive and the Heir Apparent 
2 v- — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life z v. — 
Cid Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

**Onc who bas kept a Diary": 
z//^ George W, JE. RusseU. 



Osboume, Lloyd (Am.). 
Baby Bullet z v. ~ Wild Justice z v. — The 
Motormaniacs z v. 

Ossian. 
The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson x v. 

Ouida, f 1908. 
Idalia av. — Tricotrin av. — Puck av. — 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore a v. — Under 
two Flags a V. — FoUe-Farine a v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Brauch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
XV. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes x v. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes x v. — Pascarel a v. 

— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes z v.— Signa(with Portrait) 
vv. — In aWinter City zv. — Ariadnfiav.-^ 
Friendship a ▼. — Moths 3 V.— Pipistrello, 
and other Stories z v. — A Village Com- 
mune a V. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
ZV. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories z v. — Princess Napraxine 3 V. — 
Othmar 3 v. — A Rainyjune (60 Pf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.). — A House Party z v. — 
Guilderoy a v. — Syrlin 3 V. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories z v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
IV. — Two Offenders z v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. z v. — Toxin, and other Papers 
XV. — Lc Selve, and Tonia z v. — The 
Massarenes a v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays x v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories ZV.— The Waters of Edera x v. 

— Street Dust, and Other Stories z v. — 
Critical Studies x v. — Helianthus 2 v. 

**Outcasts, the," Author of: viä^ 

«Roy Teilet" 
Parker, Sir Gilbert 
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some Pcople of Eg3rpt x v. — 
The Seats of the Mighty 2 v.— TheWeavers 
a V. 

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
t 1900. 

Basil Godfrey 's Caprice 2 v. — For Richer, 
for Poorer a v. — The Beautiful Miss Bar- 
rington a V. — Her Title of Honour x v. — 
Ecfaoes of a Fanious Year z v. — Käthe- 
rine's Trial x v. — The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben Milner'sWooing 
XV. — Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys 
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire z v. 

Parr, Mrs. 
DoroWAy ¥ox T. N. — "^^ -Sx«*^^ ^^ 
Pamp\u\\ovv2v. — T^^«.^o%^>x^v^^^^ , 'ä^ 
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Paston, George. 
A Study in Prejudicei x v. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v. 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la. 
The Loncly Lady of Grosvenor Square x v. 

— The Grey Knight x v. — Catherine's 
Child I V. 

Paul, Mrs. : vwä» Author of "Still 

Waters." 
"Paul FerroU," Author of (Mrs. 
Caroline Clive), f 1873. 
Paul FerroU x v. — Year after Year x v, 

— Why Paul FerroU küled his Wife x v. 
Payn, James, f 1898. 

Found Dead x v. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest X V. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cedrs Tryst 

1 V. — A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master x v. — In the Heart of 
a HiU, and other Stories x v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter's Word 2 ▼. — Halve» a v. — 
FaUen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2v. .— By Proxy 2 v. — Lcss Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 

2 V. — High Spirits x v. — High Spirits 



(Second Series) x v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 V. — From ExUe 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thom 2 v. — Some Private Views 
IV. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory 2 V. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections i v. — The Talk of the Town 
X V. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v. — HoUday Tasks 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series) 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (iSecond Series) 
XV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — - The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
MiUion 2 V. — The Word and the Will 
2 V. -T- Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones XV. — A Modern Dick Whitting- 
ton 2 V. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 V. — A Trying Patient x v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper x v. — 
In Market Overt x v. — The Disappear- 
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales 
XV. — Another's Bürden etc. x v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran x v. 

Peard, Frances Mary 

One Year 2 v, — The Rose-Garden x v. — 

Unawaresi v, — Thorpe Regis iv. — A 

Winter Story i v. — A Madriga\, and 

otbßr Stories i v. — Cartoucbe x v. — 

Motber Molly i v. — Schloss andTo-wxi 



^ y- — Contradictions 2 v, — Ncar "NeigVv- \ x ^ 



bours XV. — Altda Tcnnaitt i v. — Ma- 
dame's «Granddaughter x v. — Donna 
Teresa x v. -^ Number One and Number 
Two X V. — The Ring from Jaipur x v. — 
The Flying Months i ▼. 
Pemberton, Max. 
The Impregnable City x v. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt x v. — The Phantom Arniy 
IV. — The Garden of Swords i v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne i v. — Pro Patriä i v. 

— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown theo 
King X V. — The House under the Sea x v. 

— T^e Gold Wolf X V. — Doctor Xavierx v. 

— Red Mom i v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 t. 
— - Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette x v. — The Lady Evelyn 1 t. 

— The Diamond Ship i v. —The Lodestar 
IV. — Wheels of Anarchy i v. — Love 
ihe Harvester i v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f 1811. 

Reliques of Andent English Poetry 3T. 
Perrin, Alice. 

Idolatry i v. 

Philips, F. C. 
As in a Looking Glass x v. — The Dean 
dnd his Däughter x v. — Lucy Smith i v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman x v. — Jack and 
Three Jills i v. — Little Mrs. Murray i v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship x v. — Social 
Vicissitudes i v. — Eztenuating Circum- 
stances, and A Friench Marriage i v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes xv. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad'raoiselle, etc. 
XV. — A Doctor in Difüculties« etc. i v. — 
Black and White x v. — "One Never 
Knows" 2 V. — Of Course x v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protege i v. — My little Hus- 
band i v. — Mrs. Bouverie i v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories iv.— 
A Devü in Nun's VeUing x v. — A Füll 
Confession, and other Stories i.v. — Tbe 
Luckiest of Three i v. — Poor Little Bella 
XV. — Eliza Clarke, Grovemess, and Other 
Stories x v. — Marriage j etc. i v. — School- 
girls of To-day, etc. x v. — If Only, etc. x v. 

— An Unfortunate Blend x v. — A Bar- 
rister's Courtship x v. 

Philips, F. C. & Percy FendaU. 
A Daughter's Sacrifice xv. — Margaret 
Byng IV. — Disciples of Plato i v. 

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills. 
The Fatal Phryne xv. —The Scudamores 
IV. — A Maiden Fair to See i vi — Sybil 
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Good Red Barth 1 v.— The StrikingHours 
XV. — The Farm of the Dagger i v. — 
The Golden Fetich i v. — The Whirlwind 
2 V. — The Human Boy Again x v. 

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett 

The Sinews of War x v. — The Statue i v. 

Piddington, Miss: wü^ Author of 

"The Last of the Ca valiers.*' 

Poe, Edgatr Allan (Am.),t 1849. 
Poems and Essays, edited yn'xth a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram x v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram x V. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744. 
Select Poettcal Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Poynter, Miss E. Frances. 
My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. — Among 
the Hills XV. — Madame de Presnel x v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 
Zero IV. — Affinities i v. — Tho Head 
Station 2 v. 

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878. 
Stepping Heavenward i v. 

Prince Consort, the, f 1861. 
His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) i v. 

Pryce, Richard. 
Miss Maxwell's AfFections x v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming x v. — Time and the 
Woman x v. 

Pym, Hör. N. : v. Caroline Fox. 

Queen, H. M. the: z//^« Victoria 
R. I. 

Quiller-Couch, A. T. C'Q")- 

Noughts and Grosses i v. — I Saw Three 
Ships IV. — Dead Man's Rock x v. — la 
and other Tales x v. — The Ship of Stars 
IV. — The Adventures of Harry Revel i y . 
— Fort Amity x v. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
mas, and Olher Stories x v. — ■ The Mayor 
of IVoy X V. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories XV. 

Rae, W. Fräser, j- 1905. 
Westward by Rail x v. — Miss Bayle*s 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel iv. 

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins) 
(Am.). 
The Open Qüestion 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v, -•- A Dark Lantem 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. 

"Rajah's Heir, the," Authorof. 

.Tbe Rajab's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 
"It is never too Jäte to mend" 2 v. - 



*'Love me little, love me long'* x v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Tcrrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington XV. — Christie Johnstone i v. — 
A Simpleton » v. — The Wandering Heir 
IV. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
IV. — Singleheart and Doubleface i v. 

"Recommended to Mercy," 
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
** Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's 
" Brand " 2 v. . 

Reeves, Mrs.: v. Helen Mathers. 

Rhys, Grace. 
Mary Dominic x v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila i v. 

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant 

Richards, Alfred Bäte, f 1876. 
So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, S., f 1761. 
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 V. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Ridge, W. PetL 
Name of Garland x v. 

"Rita." 
Souls X V. — The Testers x v. — The Mas- 
queraders 2 v. — Queer Lady judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming i v. — llie Pointing 
Finger x v. — A Man of no Importance i v. 
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
XV. — The House called Hurrish x v. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 
viäe Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
" Mademoiselle Mori." 

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 

1 1853. 

Sermons 4 v. 

Robins, Miss: vida Raimond. 
Robinson, F.: vide Author of 
"NoChurch." 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 
Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 

BwOTuatvc© »N» 
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Ross, Martin: vid^ Somerville. 
Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, f 1882. 
Poems XV. — Ballads and Sonnet» x v. 

"Roy Teilet." 
The Outcasts x v. — A Draugbt of 
Lethe i v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 

Ruffini, J.. t 1881. 
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio x v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni x v. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura x v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories x v. 

Ruskin, John, * 181 9, f 1900. 
Sesame and Lilies x v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this 
Last and MuneraPulveris i v. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with X4 Illustra- 
tions) XV. — Mornings in Florence x v. 

Russell, SV. Clark. 
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. — The •• Lady 
Maud" 2 V. — A Sea Queen a v. 

Russell, George VI. B. 
Collections and Recollecdons. Bv One 
who has kepta Diary 2 v. — A Londoner's 
Log-Book X V. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
The Seven Sons of Mammon a v. 

Saunders, John. 

Israel Mort, Overman a v. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife a v. 

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 

Cooper). 

Joan Merryweather , and other Tales 

X V. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 

XV. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian x v. 

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903." 
My Official Wife x v. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing i v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. —The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
X V. — In the Old Chateau i v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v — Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khamiaavsitka, 2 v. — In the House of His 

^/0ii<£f 2 K.— 72ieiVfysteiy of a Shipyarda V. 

— A Monte Cn'sto in Khaki z v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 
Trooper Peter Halket of Ma»houa- 



Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 
Waverley (with Portrait) x v. — Tho 
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe x ▼. — Kenil- 
worti) IV. — Quentin Durward x v. — Old 
MortaUty x v. — Ghiy Mannering x v. — 
Roh Roy X V. — The Pirate x v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel x v. — The Black Dwarf ; 
A Legend of Montrose x v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor X v. — The Heartof Mid- 
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery x v. — Tbe 
Abbot XV. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works a v. — Woodstock x v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth x v. — Anne of 
Geierstein x v. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R., M. A., + 1 895. 
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land XV. — Goethe x v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, j- 1906. 
Aniy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Jonmal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Ezperience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, V7illiam, f 16 16. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) y v. — Doubtful Play» i ▼. 

Shakespeare* s Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at J$ 0,30. each number. 
Sharp, V\^illiam, j- 1905 : v. Miss 
Howard, Fiona Madeod and 
Swinbume. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, f 1822. 
A Selection from his Poems x v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1 888. 
Shut up in Paris x v. 

Sheridan, Richard, Brinsley, 
t 1816. 
The Dramatic Works x v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 
John Inglesant a v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise x v. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, CB. 
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v. 

Smedley, F. E. : znde Author of 

"Frank Fairlegh." 
Smollett, Tobias, f 1771. 

Rodetlck ^tvdom x v. — Humphry 
\Sodet^ m "V-oxAoti. "B-i ^ ^«k»!^ 
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Somerville, £. CB., & Martin 
Ross. 
Naboth't Vineyard x v. — All on the 
Irish Shore x v. 

" Spanish Brothers, the,** Author 
of 
The Spanish Brothers 2 v. 

Stanhope, Bari (Lord Mahon), 
t i8?5- 

The History of England 7 V. — Reig^ 
of Queen Anne 2 v. 

Stanton, Theodore (Am.). 

A Manual of American Literature x v. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God x v. 

Steevens, G. W., f 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith x v. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 
Tristram Shandy xv. — A Sentimental 
Joumey (with Portrait) x v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, j- 1 894. 

Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr.Hyde, and An Inland Voyage x v. — 
Kidnapped x v. — The Black Arrow i v. — 
The Master of Ballantrae x v.— The Merry 
Men, etc. x v. — Across thePlains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments x v. — 
Catriona x v. — Weit of Hermiston x v. — 
St. Ives 2 V. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies x v. ' 

••Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 

Paul). 

Still Waters x r. — Dorothy i v. — De 

Cressy x v. — Uncle Ralph x v. — Maiden 

Sisters x v. — Martha Brown x v.— Vanessa 

X V. 

Stirling, M. C: vide G. M. Craik. 
Stockton, Frank R (Am.). 
The House of Martha x v. 

••Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 
Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul x v. 

•• Story of Elizabeth, the," Author 

of: vide Miss Thackeray. 
Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), t 1896. 
Uncle Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v, — 
A Key to Uncle Tom *s Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
gv, — The Minister*» Wooing i v. — 0\d- 
towa Falles 2 y. 



•'Sunbeam Stories," Author of : 
vide Mrs. Mackarness. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 
t 1745- 

Gulliver's Travels i v. 

Swinbume, Algernon Charles, 
t 1909. 

Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction» by William 
Sharp) XV. — Love's Cross-Currents x v. 
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart x v. 

S3rmonds, John Addington, 

t 1893. 
Sketchss in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches x v. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v, H. S. Merri- 

man. 
Tasma. 

Uncle Piper of Piper*s Hill 2 v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroncss, j- 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 V. — At Odds 2 V. 

Taylor, CoL Meadows, f 1876. 
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 ▼. 

Templeton: vide Author of 

••Horace Templeton." 
Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f 1 892. 

Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
X V. — Harold x v. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The Falcon x v. — ■ Locksley Hall , sixty 
Yearsafter ; ThePromise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems x v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, f 1863. 
Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis t v. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century x v. — TheNewcomes 4 V. — The 
Virginians 4 V. — The Four Georges ; 
Lovel the Widower i v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 V. — Denis Duval i v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
I V. —The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 

The Storj ot T£.\viaJöfc\3a. -«.n . —^Yt^^^'^Ssassy^ 
on t\ve OSSt xn . — OX^Yäxävw^w^ •>. ^ . — 
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Out of the World, and other Tales xy. — 
FitlhamLawn, and other Tales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays x v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales x v. — Madame 
de S^vigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson'sDivagations x v. — A Book 
of Sibyls XV, — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from Rome Memoirs x v. 

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 v, — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 ▼. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
SV. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 

Thomson, James, f 1748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

"Thoth," Author of. • 
.Thoth X V. 

"Tim," Author of. 
Tim X V. 

Trafford, F. Q.: v, Mrs. Riddell. 

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 
George Otto. 
Tlie Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the 
Writings qf Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 

Trois-Etoiles, vide Grenville: 
Murray. 

Trolloj^e, Anthony, f 1882. 
Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams 

2 v. — The Warden .x v. — Barchester 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
West Indies x v. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 
— North America 3 V. — Orley Farm 3 v. 
~ Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at AUington 3 v. — Can you forgive her? 

3 V. — The Beiton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka x v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 v. — Tlie Claverings 2 v. — Phineas 
Finn ^ v, — He knew he was right 3 V. — 
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite x v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere i v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
HeathcoteofGangoil x v. — TheWay we 
live now 4 v. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 
2 V. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye j v. — John Caldipate 3 V. — Cousin 

Henry j v. — Thu Duke's Childrcn 3 V. — 

Dr. "Wartle's School i v. — Ayala*» Ange\ 

J V. —TheFjxedPeriod i v. — MarionFay 

^^' — Kept in the Dark i v. — Frau FroYx- 

»3«n, and otberStoriet x v. — AUceDug- 



dale, and other Stories x ▼. — La Mire 
Bauche, and other Stories x v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories i v. — 
An Autobiography x v. — An Old Man's 
Love X v, 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Orange s v. 
— A Siren 2 v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 

The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
X V. — A Girl oi the Multitude x v. — Thal 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg x v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate x v. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.). 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer x v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; er , The New 
Pilgrims* Progrets 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — "Roughing it" x v. — The In- 
nocents at Home x ▼•j-> The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. x v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 V. — Sketches (wit^ Portrait) 
XV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour i v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant x v. — The jQ x 000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories x v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad x v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson XV. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Are 2 v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales i v. — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar- 
relled Detective Story, etc. x v. — The 
$30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories x v. — 
Christian Science x v. 

"Two Cosmos, the," Anthor of. 
The Two Cosmos x v. 

Vachell, Horace Anneslesr. 
Brothers 2 v. — The Fau:o of Qay x v. — 
Her Soft x v. — The Hill x v. — The Watets 
of Joi:dan x v. — An Impending S word x v. 

"Vequs and Cupid," Author of. 
Venus and Cupid x v. 

"Vira,»* Author of. 
V&ra I V. — The Hotel du Petit St. 
Jean x v, — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. — Ninette x v. 

Victoria R. I. 
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
t\\e 'R\^\^T\&% {com x8<8 to x86x x v. — 
"MLotft'LeaNe», e\R.. Sxox«. lÄk^i n» \^%x x v. 
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Vizetelljr, Bmest Alfred. 

With Zola in England z v. 

Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smitb 2 v. — Pauline 2 v. — Couuns 
2 V. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget i v. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 V. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Warburton, Eliot, + 1852. ' 
The ' Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Dai ieu 2 v. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 

Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 
3v. — Mi'ssBretherton i v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell z v. — Sir George Tressady 
2 V. — Heibeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick's Career 2 v. — Diana Mallory 2 v. 

— Daphne ; or, ''Marriage ä la Mode" x v. 
Warner, Susan z/zi/tf: WetherelL 
Warren, Samuel, f 1877. 

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 V. — New and Tben 
IV. — The Lily and the Bee x v. 

"Waterdale Neighbours, the," 
Authorof: z/. Justin McCarthy. 

Watts-Dunton, Theodore. 
Aylwin 2 v. 

Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. xv. — The War 
of the Worlds i v. — The Invisible Man i v. 

— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau i v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes x v. — Tales of Space and Time x v. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others x v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham x v. — TbeWheels 
of Chance i v. — Anticipations x v. — The 
First Men in the Moon x v. — The Sea Lady 
I V. — Mankindin the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream i v. — The Food of 
the Gods x v. — A Modem Utopia x v. — 
Kipps2 V. — In theDaysof theCometi V. — 
The Future in America i v. — New Worlds 
for Old I V. — The War in the Air i v. — 
Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and Last Things 

X V. 

Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte 2 V. 

We±eren, Elizabeth (Susan 
Warner) (Am,), f 1885. 
Tbe Wide, wide World x v. — Queechy 



2 V. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. — 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Hebnet 2V. 

Wejrman, Stanley J. 
The House of the Wolf i v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France a v. — The Man in Black x v. — 

Under the Red Robe x v My Lady 

Rotba 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France x v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 

— Shrewsbury a v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings' Byways i v. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender x v. 

Wharton, Edith (Am.). 
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v. 

•*Whim, a, and its Conse- 
quences," Author of. 
A Whim, and its Consequences x v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth a v. 

White, Percy. 
Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-TheWestEnd2v. 
— The New Christians i v. — Park Lane 2 v. 
— The Conntess and The King's Diary i v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter x v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim i v. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man x v. — Mr. John Strood 
X V. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 
XV. — Love and the Poor Suitor x v. — 
The House of Intrigue i v. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol x v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per« 
sottof Quality x v. — No. 5 John Street x v. 
-The Life of Paris x v.-TheYellowVan x v. 

— Ring in the New x v. — All Moonshine 
XV. — Little People x v. 

Whitman, Sidney. 

Imperial Germany x v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs i v. — Teuton Studies 
XV. — Reminiscences of the King of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman i v. 

— Conversations with Prince Bisraarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman x v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

'*Who Breaks— Pays," AutKot 
ol*. Tide "^T^. ■^«'cCösw. 

vide lA.^Wi^X^« 
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Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 
TImothy's Quert i v. — A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Pendope's Enrlish Ex- 
periences i v. — Penelope's Irwh Ezperi- 
ences x v. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
X V. — The AfFair at the Inn x v. (By K. D. 
'Wig^n, M. &J. Findiater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o' the River i v. — 
New Chronicles of Rebecca x v. 

Wilde, Oscar, + 1900. 

The Picture of Denan Gray x v. — De Pro- 
fundus and The Bailad of Reading Gaol 

1 V. — A House of Pomep-anates x v. — 
Lord Arthur Sarile's Crime, and Other 
Prose Pieces x v.— LadyWindcrmere's Fan 
I V. — An Ideal Husband x v.— Salome x v. 
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales x v. 

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.). 
Pembroke x v. — Madeion x v. — Jerome 

2 V. — Silence, and othA: Stories x v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. i v. 

Wüliamson, C N. & A. M. (Am.). 
The Lightning Conductor i v. 

Wills, C J., vide F. C PhiUps. 

Winter, Mrs. J. S. 
Regimental Legends z v. 

Wood, Charles: vide Author of 
"Buried Alone." 

Wood, H. F. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard x v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry (fohnny 
Ludlow), t 1887. 

East Lynne 3 V.— The Channings a v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles a v. — 
Verner's Pride 3 V.— The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 v. -r- 1 revlyn Hold a v. — Lord 
OakI • -^ . . — r. , J ^— . 



^kbum'sDaughters a v. — Oswald Cray 

a V. — Mildred Arkell a v. — St. Martin's 
Eve a V. — Elster's Folly a v. — L»dy Ade- 
laide's Oath a v. — Orville College i v.— 
A Life's Secret x v. — The Red Court Farm 
a V. — Anne Hereford a ▼. — Roland 
Yorke a v. — George Canterbury's Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane a v. — Dcne Hollow 
a V. — The Foggy Night at Oflford ; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream x v. — Within the 
Maze a V. — The Master of Greylands a v. 
— Johnny Ludlow a v. — Told in the 
Twiligbt ^ V. — Adam Grainger x v.— 
Edina a v. — Pomeroy Abbey a v. — Coutt 
I^etberleigh 2 \, — (The foUowtng by 
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and »» , ^ 

Ulea X V. —Anne, andOtherTalcsiv.— \T^«^^^^'^**''^ 



The Mystery of Jewy Page, and Other 
Tales X V. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales x v. — The Story of 
Dorotby Grape, and Other Tales x t. 

Woodroffe, DanieL 

Tangled Trinities i v. — The Beaoty-Shop 

1 V. 

Woods, Malrgaret L. 
A Village Tragedy x ▼. — The Vaga- 
bonds X V. — Sons of the Sword a v. — The 
Invader x v. 

Wordswortii. WilUam, f 1850. 
Select Poetical Works a v. 

Wraxall. Lascelles, f 1865. 
Wild OatB I y. 

Yates, Edmund, f 1894. 

Land at Last a v. — Broken to Harness 2 ▼. 

— The Forlom Hope a v. — Black Sheep 
a V. — The Rock Ahead a v. — Wrecked 
in Port a V. — Dr. Wainwright's Patient 

2 V. — Nobody's Fortune a v. — CasUway 
2 V. — A Waiting Raco a v. — The yellow 
Flag a V. — The Impending Sword 2 v.— 
Two, hy Tricks x ▼. — A Silent Witncss 
a V. — Recollections and Ezperiences a t. 

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats. 
Yonge, Charlotte M., + 1901. 

The Hcir of Reddyffe a v. — Hcartscase 

2 V. — The Daisy Chain a v. — Djrnevor 
Terrace a v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother a v. — The Trial 

3 V. — The CleverWoman of the Faunily 
2 V. —The Dovc in the Eagle's Nest a ▼. 

— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page i v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
av. — ^etwo Guardians x v. — TheCagcd 
Lion a V. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 

Lady Hester x v. — My Young Aleides 

2 V. — The Three Brides a v. — Woman- 
kind a V. — Magjnum Bonum a v. — Love 
and Life x v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) a v.— The 
Armourer's Prentices a v. — Tho, Two 
Sides of the Shield a v. — Nutti«'» Fathcr 
a V. — Beechcroft at Rockstone a v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses x v. — That Stick i v. — 
Grisly Grisell x v. — The Long Vacation 
a V. — Modem Broods x v. 

"Young Mistley," Author of: 
vide Henry Seton Merriman. 
Zaxig;mVV^ 1. 
'DteameT% ol VJcx«i Qäi«»o 1 ^. — ^äw«» 

z. zr 



Series for the Young. 



30 Volunus, Piiblished with Continental Copyright on the same 
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors, Videp. i. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About : — z v. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 

t 1880. 

Ministering Children z v. 

Craik, Mrs. (MissMulock),ti887. 
Our Year i v. — Three Tales for Boys 
1 V. — *Three Tales for Girls i v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, f 1849. 
]SIoral Tales i v. — Populär Tales 2 v. 

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 

t ^^77- 

The Pearl Fountain , and other Fairy- 
Tales 1 V. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare z v. 

Marryat, Captain, f 1848. 
Mastcrman Ready z v. 



Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 

Rex and Regina z v. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball z V. 

" Ruth and her Friends," Author 
of. 
Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls zv. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887. 

William Allair z v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Army z v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word z v. — The 
Stokesley Secret z v. — Countess Kate z v. 
— A Book of Golden Dceds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office z v. — Henrietta's Wish 
ZV — Kings of England z v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie z v. 
— P'sandQ'szv. — AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History z v. — Bye-Words zv. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. z v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

5/ VoluTnes. Translations front the German^ published with universal 
Copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country. 

— PrIce 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 

On the Heights, fSecond Edition) 3 V. — 
Brigitta z v. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2V. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestern] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

Fouqu6, De la Motte, f 1843. 

Undine, Sintram, etc. z v. 

Freillgrath, Ferdinand, -j- 1876. 

Poems (Second Edition) z v. 

Görlach, Wilhelm. 

Prince Dismsuck {with Portrait) i v. 



Goethe, W. v., f 1832. 

Faust ZV. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 v. / 

Gutzkow, Karl, f 1878. 
Through Night to Light z v. 

Hackländer, F. W., f 1877. 

Bchind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] z v. 

Hauff, Wilhelm, f 1827. 

Three Tales z v. 

Heysfl 
L'Arrah 
etc. z V. 

\ T\ie V>A^ 




;0 Taiichnttz Edition. ColUction of German Authors^ Students* SeriiS. 



Kohn, Salomon. 

labriel x v. 
Lessing, G. £^ t 1781. 

Tathan the Wise and EmUia Galotti x v. 

Lewald, Fanny, j- 1889. 
»tella 2 V. 

Marlitt, E,, f 1887. 
lie Princess of tbe Moor [das Haide- 
rinzesschen] 2 v. 

Nathusius, Maria, i 1857. 
oachim v. Kaniern, and Diary of a 
*oor Young Lady x v. 



Reuter, Fritz, f 1874. 

In the Year '13 x v. — An old Story of 
my Farming Days [UtmineStromtidjßv. 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 
Paul), t 1825. 

Flower, Fruit and Thom Pieces 2 v. 

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886. 

Ekkehard 2 v. 

Taylor, George. 

Klytia 2 v. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, f 1848. 

The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen- 
biittel, etc. x v. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Spedal-Wörterbüchern. 

Br. = Broschiert. Kart. ^ Kartoniert. 



Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873. 

l'he Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
^ischoff. Br. jü 0,50. Kart. A 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 

(Am.), 
mittle Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
7roiA. Br. M i ,50. Kart. U(J 1,60. — An- 
lerkungen und Wörterbuch. Br. J^ 0,40. 
Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connell, Br. 
H, 0,50. Kart. J6 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
nd Wörterbuch. Br. J6 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 188 1. 
'he Reign of Terror (French Revo- 
iition). Voxi^x, Ludwig Herr ig. Br.. 
tf x,oo. Kart. Jh x,xo. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 
t 1887. 
^. Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
')tto Dost. Br. jH, 0,80. Kart. Ji 0,90.— 
Vörterbuch. Br. Jb 0,40. 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Joppe. Br. Jf, x,2o. Kart. Jf, x,3o. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A, 
"it^/i/if. Br. J(i,40. Kart. j5Ji,50.--Wörter- 
ch (First and Second Series). Br. JIfci.oo. 
A Cbristmas Carol in Prose. Belng 
'bost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
if^^^^. Br, Ji 1,00. Kart. Jf, 1,10. 



Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Gross), f 1880. 
The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad. Br. J6 1,70. Kart. M x,8o. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
Jackanapes. Von E. Roos. Br. ^0,50. 
Kart. Ji 0,60. —Wörterbuch. Br. M 0,20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land of Los>t 
Toys. Von Dr. A. Müller. Br. J6 0,60. 
Kart. Ji 0,70.— Wörterbuch Br. M 0,30. 

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of the 
Wood; BenjyinBeastland. Von i?, Roos. 
Br. M 0,70. Kart. J6 0,80. — Wörter- 
buch. Br. J6 0,30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 

t 1790. 

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 

Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjahre 

(X706--X730). Br. jH x,oo. Kart. Ji 1,10. 

II. Teil. Die Manneqahre (1731 bis 
1757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Wayto 
Wesdth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. M 1,20. Kart. Jb 1,30. 

Freeman, Edward A. f 1892. 
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C. 
Balzer. Br. J, 0,70. Kart. jH 0,80. 

lanzer. ^t. Jk ^ A^- ^^^ «*• -«^^^^^ 



\ 



